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To  His  Holiness  Pope  John  XXIII 
we  dedicate  this  issue  of 
The  Field  at  Home 
as  an  expression  of  our  filial 
affection  and  respect 
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O  dying  souls;  behold  your  living  spring! 

O  dazzled  eyes!  behold  your  Sun  of  grace! 

Dull  ears  attend  what  word  this  Word  doth  bring! 

Up,  heavy  hearts,  with  joy  your  Joy  embrace! 

From  death,  from  dark,  from  deafness,  from  despairs, 

This  Life,  this  Light,  this  Word,  this  Joy  repairs. 

Blessed  Robert  Southwell 

Merry  Christmas  and  a  Happy 
Js[ew  Tear  to  all 

Sisters  of  Service 
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Memo 

from  the 
Editor  s  desk 


To  a  world  tortured  by  endless  conflicts  which  have  now  been  extended 
to  the  realm  of  outer  space;  to  a  world  in  which  strikes,  revolutions  and  other 
catastrophes  succeed  one  another  with  depressing  monotony;  to  a  sick  and 
dispirited  world,  the  twenty-fifth  of  December  brings  a  Star  and  the  Birthday  of 
a  Babe.  Year  after  year,  despite  the  surrounding  gloom,  there  comes  this  brief 
respite  which,  did  we  so  will,  could  be  extended  to  the  whole  year.  Year  after 
year  this  Birthday  replaces  ambition,  greed  and  ruthlessness  by  humility,  meek- 
ness and  love.  Let  us  follow  the  Star  to  the  feet  of  the  Babe.  Let  us  make  our 
gift  to  Him  a  promise  to  do  all  that  we,  as  individuals,  can  do  to  extend  the  Spirit 
of  His  Birthday  through  the  New  Year. 

"O  Child  of  the  Promise!  Lord  of  Love! 

O  Master  of  all  the  earth! 
While  the  angels  are  singing  their  songs  above, 

We  bring  our  gifts  to  your  birth. 
Just  the  blind  man's  cry,  and  the  lame  man's  pace, 

And  the  leper's  pitiful  call; 
On  these,  over  infinite  fields  of  space, 

Look  down,  for  You  know  them  all." 

*  *  * 

His  Excellency,  Bishop  W.  E.  Doyle 

To  His  Excellency,  Bishop  W.  E.  Doyle  of  Nelson,  the  Sisters  of  Service  offer 
their  prayerful  congratulations  and  good  wishes.  Through  long  years  of  associa- 
tion with  Bishop  Doyle,  the  Sisters  have  first-hand  knowledge  of  his  many  and 
genuine  qualities.  That  this  association  will  not  be  completely  severed  by  His 
Excellency's  move  to  Nelson  and  that  God  will  grant  him  fruitful  labours  and 
length  of  years  in  this  new  corner  of  the  vineyard  is  our  sincere  wish. 

THE  RIGHT  WAY  TO  KILL  TIME  IS  TO  WORK  IT  TO  DEATH. 
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New  Subscribers 

We  take  this  opportunity  to  say  a  warm  "Welcome"  to  the  twelve  hundred 
new  subscribers  who  have  joined  us  during  1958.  We  thank  them  for  their 
interest  and  support,  we  hope  they  are  satisfied  with  our  publication.  We  would 
like  to  believe  that  their  apostolic  zeal  for  the  cause  of  the  Home  Missions  will 
keep  them  with  us  until  they  are  very  "old"  subscribers. 


One  of  Our  Lady's  Missionaries  in  Japan 


Our  Lady's  Missionaries 

In  our  last  issue  we  spoke  about  the  Home  Missionaries  of  Our  Lady  in 
Tasmania.  This  time  we  would  like  to  direct  attention  closer  to  home,  to  Our 
Lady's  Missionaries  in  Alexandria,  Ontario.  This  young  community  was  formally 
instituted  on  August  fifteenth,  1949.  The  purpose  of  Our  Lady'  Missionaries  is 
to  sanctify  themselves  in  the  service  of  God  and  His  Church,  by  labouring  for 
the  conversion  of  natives  in  foreign  lands.  Their  work  in  the  foreign  missions 
includes  the  relief  of  suffering,  in  both  body  and  soul,  the  education  of  children 
and  various  kinds  of  social  work  according  to  the  needs  of  the  people.  Already 
there  are  two  groups  of  Our  Lady's  Missionaries  in  the  mission  field  —  five 
sisters  are  in  Africa  and  four  in  Japan.  Others  are  qualifying  as  teachers  and 
nurses  here  in  Canada.  We,  English-speaking  Canadian  Catholics,  owe  our  spir- 
itual and  material  support  to  this,  our  First  Foreign  Mission  Society  for  women. 
Above  all,  let  us  ask  God  to  bless  Our  Lady's  Missionaries  with  the  vocations 
they  need  to  carry  on  the  role  which  English-speaking  Canada  should  assume 
in  the  Foreign  Mission  Field. 

NO  ONE  IS  ALWAYS  WRONG.  EVEN  A  STOPPED  CLOCK  IS  RIGHT  TWICE  A  DAY. 
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Jesus,  our  Brother,  kind  and  good- 
Was  humbly  born  in  a  stable  rude; 
And  the  friendly  beasts  around  Him  stood— 
Jesus,  our  Brother,  kind  and  good. 

"I",  said  the  donkey,  shaggy  and  brown— 
"I  carried  His  Mother  up-hill  and  down; 
"I  carried  His  mother  to  Bethlehem  town/' 
"\" ,  said  the  donkey  shaggy  and  brown. 

"I",  said  the  cow,  all  white  and  red— 
"I  gave  Him  my  manger  for  His  bed; 
"I  gave  Him  my  hay  to  pillow  His  head." 
"\" ,  said  the  cow,  all  white  and  red. 

"I",  said  the  sheep  with  curly  horn, 
Gave  Him  wool  for  his  blanket  warm; 
"He  wore  my  coat  on  Christmas  morn." 
"I",  said  the  sheep  with  curly  horn. 

"I",  said  the  dove  from  rafters  high— 
"We  cooed  Him  to  sleep  that  He  should  not  cry; 
"We  cooed  Him  to  sleep,  my  mate  and  I." 
"I",  said  the  dove  from  the  rafters  high. 

Thus  every  beast  by  some  good  spell 
In  the  stable  dark  was  glad  to  tell 
Of  the  gift  he  gave  Emmanuel— 
The  gift  He  gave  Emmanuel. 

Old  English  carol 
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Christmas  1957 
on 

Christian  Island 


The  amenities  of  modern  living  have 
great  advantages,  but,  believe  it  or  not, 
there  can  be  disadvantages,  especially 
on  Christian  Island.  For  example, 
since  the  installation  of  modern  plumb- 
ing facilities  in  our  little  school  and 
teacherage  it  is  not  wise  for  us  to  go 
home  to  Toronto  for  Christmas.  We 
must  baby-sit  with  the  plumbing.  We 
do  miss  the  joys  of  spending  the  happy 
holidays  with  the  Sisters  at  the  Mother 
House,  but  on  the  other  hand  I  believe 
the  Indians  were  sincerely  appreciative 
of  our  remaining,  especially  this  year. 
They  dearly  love  the  midnight  cere- 
monies in  the  Church  on  Christmas 
Eve  and  had  we  gone  home  this  Christ- 
mas there  would  have  been  no  cere- 
mony at  all. 

As  Father  Labelle,  S.J.  had  been 
here  for  two  Christmases  in  succession, 
he  thought  he  owed  it  to  the  other 
missions  of  which  he  has  charge  to  give 
them  the  privilege  of  Midnight  Mass 
and  the  other  Masses  on  Christmas 
Day.  Father  tried  but  was  unable  to  get 


another  priest  for  us,  so  I  was  left  to 
officiate!  Ramie  and  Dora  Sylvester 
erected  the  Crib  and  cleaned  and  decor- 
ated the  church;  they  did  a  really  good 
job  too. 

At  1 1 :45  p.m.  the  older  children 
gathered  in  the  classroom  for  the 
candlelight  procession  to  the  Crib  in 
the  Church.  The  altar  boys  were  in  the 
lead  followed  by  the  other  children, 
carrying  red  candles,  and  little  Ann 
Sylvester  carrying  the  Infant  which  she 
very  reverently  placed  in  the  straw. 
Then  I  turned  on  the  coloured  lights 
and  proceeded  with  the  sprinkling  of 
the  Crib  with  holy  water.  There  is  some 
doubt  about  the  validity  of  the  blessing 
due  to  the  unorthodox  status  of  the 
officiator,  but  I  am  sure  God  was 
pleased  with  our  efforts  and  intentions. 

As  Sister  Dwyer's  little  blue  Mass 
books  were  passed  out  both  Protestants 
and  Catholics  joined  in  the  prayers  of 
the  Mass  (no  officiator  here,  be  as- 
sured) while  the  choir,  under  Sister 


SOME  PEOPLE  CAN  HARDLY  WAIT  TO  HEAR  WHAT  THEY'RE  GOING  TO  SAY. 
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The  "three  Kings" 
distribute  gifts  to  the 
school  children. 


Green's  direction  attended  to  the  sung 
parts.  After  a  very  fervent  Act  of  Spiri- 
tual Communion,  during  which  all  our 
dear  ones  were  specially  remembered, 
an  Indian  Christmas  carol  was  sung 
with  great  gusto.  Then  all  returned  to 
the  school  for  the  usual  exchange  of 
Christmas  greetings  and  an  ice-cream 
social.  We  turned  on  the  T.V.  and 
managed  to  see  the  last  part  of  Card- 
inal Leger's  Mass  in  Montreal. 

When  the  last  Indian  had  departed, 
Sister  Green  and  I  had  our  bacon  and 
eggs  and  coffee,  read  our  mail,  opened 
our  gifts  and  managed  to  crawl  into 
bed  at  3:40  a.m.  We  were  all  set  for  a 
good  long  snooze  when  the  doorbell 
rang  at  7  o'clock.  Who  should  it  be  but 
the  children  begging  for  candy!  I  was 
all  for  letting  them  ring,  until  they  got 
tired,  but  Sister  Green,  calling  me 
Scrooge,  got  up  and  satisfied  their 
hunger.  Of  course  the  news  spread  like 
wildfire  and  in  no  time  all  the  Protes- 
tant youngsters,  as  well  as  our  own, 
were  pushing  both  doorbells  for  a 


handout.  Why  did  I  ever  hook  up  an 
electric  doorbell? 

Mr.  Sheane,  the  Indian  Agent,  with 
Mrs.  Sheane  and  their  family  called  on 
us  early  in  the  afternoon  and  by  4:30 
we  were  ready  for  our  turkey  dinner 
which  we  enjoyed  by  candle-light. 

On  December  30,  Father  Labelle 
arrived,  so  we  are  making  up  for  lost 
time  with  Mass  and  Benediction  each 
day.  On  New  Year's  Eve  as  we  looked 
back  over  the  fading  year,  I  think  we 
were  both  happy  over  the  sacrifice  of 
Christmas  Mass  and  Holy  Communion, 
happy  to  be  Sisters  of  Service  who 
gladly  forego  even  the  privilege  of  the 
Sacraments  and  Holy  Mass  if,  in  so 
doing,  they  can  help  the  souls  for 
whom  the  Divine  Babe  came  to  earth 
one  long,  long-ago  Christmas. 


Sister  A.  Coughlin 


EXPERIENCE:  WHAT  YOU  GET  WHEN  YOU'RE  EXPECTING  SOMETHING  ELSE. 
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SISTERS  OF 
SAINT  ANN 


ONE  HUNDRED  YEARS  IN  BRITISH 

"They're  the  Sisters  of  Service,  they 
go  out  into  the  country.  I  guess  they're 
going  to  have  to  leave  early  again." 

This  was  whispered  aloud  by  one 
dear  old  lady  to  another  just  after 
Sister  Dwyer  and  I  had  received  Holy 
Communion  before  Mass  early  Sunday 
morning.  I  was  tempted  to  turn  around 
and  say,  "You're  wrong  this  time; 
today  we  are  returning  home  to  our 
missions  in  Edmonton  and  Rycroft, 
Alberta,  with  a  two-week  stop-over  in 
Calgary  where  we  will  be  attending  the 
"Canadian  Religious  Conference  for 
Western  Canada.' 

The  Redemptorist  Fathers  in  Nelson, 
B.C.  had  invited  us  to  teach  the  spiri- 
tually abandoned  little  ones  at  their 
Missions  —  Salmo,  Kaslo,  Proctor  and 
Riondel  —  during  summer  vacation. 
Between  trips  to  these  missions  we 
stayed  with  the  charming  and  hospit- 
able Sisters  of  St.  Ann  at  their  Infirm- 
ary which  commands  a  striking  view  of 


COLUMBIA 

the  West  Arm  of  Kootenay  Lake. 
Mount  St.  Francis,  the  Infirmary,  is  a 
picture  of  modern  architecture  in  the 
ageless  setting  of  a  mountain  back- 
ground. 

I  had  never  had  anything  to  do  with 
the  young  in  their  late  70's  and  up, 
previous  to  my  visit  to  Mount  St. 
Francis.  It  thrilled  me  beyond  measure 
to  hear  a  Mr.  McDonald  or  a  Mr. 
Lesage  come  slippering  into  the  beauti- 
ful chapel;  or  to  see  Mrs.  Lambert  or 
Miss  McKenzie  beside  you,  cuddling 
up  into  a  wooly  shawl,  chilly  at  such 
an  early  hour  —  in  hottest  August!  A 
much  greater  surprise  came  when  we 
slipped  out  at  the  "Ite  missa  est." 
There  were  rows  of  wheel  chairs  and 
beds  in  which  the  crippled  and  feeble 
were  brought  to  the  chapel.  A  min- 
iature Lourdes! 

One  young  man  —  this  time  truly 
young  —  dying  of  cancer,  mentioned 
to  Sister  Mary  Grace,  the  Superior, 

A  FRIEND  IS  A  PERSON  WHO  LISTENS 
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that  perhaps  he  shouldn't  go  to  Holy 
Mass  as  his  disease  was  already  far 
advanced  and  he  might  be  offensive  to 
others. 

"Do  you  really  want  to  go  to  Holy 
Mass?"  asked  Sister  Superior. 

"Oh  yes,  very  much,"  he  responded. 

"Then  you  shall  go." 

Next  year  he  will  not  be  there  prais- 
ing God  with  his  sufferings  and  prayers. 

When  we  first  arrived  at  Mount  St. 
Francis  we  were  met  by  Sister  Mary 
Grace  and  Sister  Mary  Patricia  who 
greeted  us  warmly  before  showing  us 
to  "our"  room.  There  waiting  for  us 
was  a  delicious  cold  drink  and  cookies, 
as  well  as  a  supply  of  Aspirin,  217's, 
Eno's  and  smelling  salts  —  just  in  case 
the  600  mile  trip  should  prove  over- 
powering. This  is  truly  "  our  convent 
away  from  our  convent." 

One  evening  we  drove  into  Nelson 
from  Riondel  —  no  one  was  around. 
We  made  a  visit  to  Our  Lord  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  then  went  down- 
stairs to  the  refectory.  We  brewed  and 
enjoyed  a  good  cup  of  tea,  with  freshly 
picked  raspberries,  and  bread  and 
butter.  Princess  Margaret,  who  was 
then  close  to  us  in  British  Columbia, 
couldn't  have  had  a  more  tempting 
snack.  The  Sisters  were  quite  surprised 
when  we  took  our  places  for  meditation 
the  next  morning. 

On  the  feast  of  St.  Alphonsus  the 
Sisters  took  us  in  their  car,  Peanuts,  to 
a  private  cottage  on  the  shore  of  Koot- 
enay  Lake.  The  view  was  magnificent; 
the  peace  and  quiet  a  welcome  tonic  at 
the  end  of  a  week's  vacation  school. 
Another  day  we  went  with  the  Sisters 
up  into  the  heights  of  the  mountain 
over-looking  their  hospital.  From  that 
view-point  we  had  a  bird's  eye  view  of 
Nelson  and  the  surrounding  picturesque 
country. 


In  1958  the  Sisters  of  St.  Ann  cele- 
brated the  100th  anniversary  of  their 
coming  to  Victoria,  British  Columbia. 
The  Sisters  had  many  fascinating  tales 
to  tell  of  their  early  days  in  B.C.  This 
is  Sister  Mary  Drucilla's  favourite. 

"At  Duncan,  many  years  ago,  the 
sisters  were  very  poor.  One  day  they 
learned  that  the  Bishop  was  coming  to 
visit  Duncan  and  would  be  their  guest 
at  dinner.  Dinner!  Not  a  thing  in  the 
house  fit  for  a  Bishop!  Sister  searched 
every  nook  and  cranny.  She  went  out- 
doors praying  and  hoping  for  inspira- 
tion. Suddenly  a  salmon  flopped  at  her 
feet — a  live  salmon.  A  wild  squawking 
made  her  look  up,  and  there  was  an 
eagle,  swooping  around,  furious  at  his 
loss.  Sister  didn't  hesitate.  She  picked 
up  the  literally  heaven-sent  fish  and 
served  the  Bishop  —  fresh  salmon 
steaks." 

Before  we  began  our  teaching,  Sister 
Mary  Ambrose  took  us  to  visit  many 
of  the  patients.  We  asked  them  for 
prayers  for  the  little  children,  therefore 
they  knew  where  we  were  going  and 
were  interested  in  our  work.  Hence  it 
was  not  too  surprising  to  hear  those 
whispered  words,  "They're  the  Sisters 
of  Service,  they  go  out  into  the  coun- 
try." Perhaps  we  should  have  whis- 
pered back,  "Thank  God  for  the  won- 
derfully kind  Sisters  of  St.  Ann  who 
staff  this  infirmary — your  home  and 
our  home — at  Mount  St.  Francis.  We 
pray  that  their  labours  will  continue  to 
be  blessed.  We  can  know,  "dimly  and 
in  a  dark  manner,"  of  the  reward  which 
awaited,  and  still  awaits,  these  'Pioneer 
Nuns  in  British  Columbia'  for  their 
tremendous  contribution  to  the  spread 
of  God's  Kingdom  on  earth  as  they 
pushed  back  the  frontiers  of  our  west- 
ernmost Province. 

Sister  B.  Anstett 


ATTENTIVELY  WHILE  YOU  SAY  NOTHING. 
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Hungarian  Night 


Sister  M.  Jackson 


Extra  cooking,  a  stack  of  prizes,  a 
special  film  being  tested,  an  atmos- 
phere of  anticipation  with  hustle  and 
bustle  everywhere  —  it  almost  seemed 
like  preparation  for  a  Christmas  party, 
but  it  wasn't.  It  was  "Hungarian  night" 
and  the  whole  house  was  astir  to  wel- 
come and  entertain  a  hundred  or  more 
Hungarians  —  adults,  teenagers,  child- 
ren and  infants! 

Once  a  month,  for  several  months 
since  their  arrival  in  Halifax  from 
Communist  oppressed  Hungary,  refu- 
gee Hungarians  have  been  welcomed 
for  a  happy  reunion  and  entertainment 
at  2  Tobin  Street.  The  sisters  and  staff 
have  made  an  "all  out"  effort  to  pro- 
vide a  homelike,  informal  atmosphere 
for  the  Hungarian  party  so  that  these 
unfortunate  people,  exiled  from  the 
homeland  under  tragic  circumstances, 
may  feel  relaxed  and  happy  among 
their  own  countrymen  who  are  finding 
renewed  hope  and  true  freedom  in  their 
adopted  homeland.  It  really  is  an  "all 
out"  as  well  as  an  "all  up"  and  an  "all 
down"  effort  for,  the  house  not  being 
particularly  suited  to  large  entertain- 
ments, it  is  necessary  to  bring  much 
upstairs  that  is  down  and  much  down- 
stairs that  is  up.  Chairs,  for  example, 
must  be  carried  from  the  downstairs 


dining-room  to  the  first  floor  reception 
room  so  that  it  may  be  transformed 
into  a  miniature  theatre.  Later  in  the 
evening  the  chair  trend  will  be  down- 
ward to  the  bingo  department.  Since 
the  effort  is  an  all  out  one  however,  the 
sisters,  janitor,  cook,  and  volunteers 
from  the  club-girls  work  together  in 
transporting  furniture,  preparing  re- 
freshments, setting  up  and  testing  out 
the  movie,  providing  prizes  for  bingo 
and  doing  all  the  other  things  necessary 
for  the  successful  entertainment  of  over 
a  hundred  people  who,  for  the  most 
part,  neither  understand  nor  speak 
English. 

By  7  p.m.  when  the  folk  began  to 
arrive  all  was  in  readiness.  The  first 
number  on  the  programme  was  the 
movie.  The  sponsor  of  this  part  of  the 
entertainment  was  no  other  than  the 
chaplain  of  the  Halifax  Hungarians, 
Reverend  R.  Murphy.  Father,  knowing 
the  inability  of  his  flock  to  read  English, 
has  become  expert  at  choosing  films 
which  can  be  followed  without  the 
understanding  of  words  —  a  sort  of 
"Song  Without  Words"  idea  though  in 
this  case  it's  a  show  without  words. 
Everyone  comes  in  for  this  part  of  the 
evening's  fun,  for  all,  big  and  little, 
enjoy  the  picture. 


WHY  DO  THEY  ALWAYS  SPEAK  OF  A  DOCTOR  "PRACTISING"? 
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This  evening's  film  is  "Tuna  Fishing 
in  Nova  Scotia."  It  is  an  excellent, 
refreshing  film  for  entertaining  war- 
torn  weary  refugees  and  for  introduc- 
ing them  to  some  of  the  wonders  and 
beauties  of  their  new  country.  We  saw 
the  tuna  boats  setting  out  at  dawn  for 
the  fishing  grounds. 

Once  the  big  fish  was  aboard  it  was 
no  time  until  we  were  back,  not  at 
Wedgeport  for  a  man-sized  breakfast, 
but  in  the  reception  room  for  dancing. 
The  lights  were  on  and  the  "all  down" 
effort  was  underway,  the  transportation 
parade  being  made  up  this  time  of 
gentlemen  guests  carrying  chairs  down- 
stairs to  the  dining-room  where  opera- 
tion bingo  was  getting  underway. 

As  the  crowd  scattered,  some  to 
dance,  others  to  chat  with  neighbours 
whom  they  had  not  seen  since  last 
Hungarian  night,  still  others  to  the 
"games  tables,"  Sister  Superior  pointed 
out  some  of  the  people  to  me  and  told 
me  a  little  of  their  histories.  The  refined 
looking  gentleman  in  grey  was  a  doctor 
who  had  succeeded  in  fulfilling  Canadi- 
an regulations  and  was  now  establishing 
a  practice  in  his  adopted  country.  The 
striking  blonde  parents  with  two  equal- 
ly blonde  children  were  having  trouble 


getting  established.  The  father,  actually 
a  lawyer,  had  finally  managed  to  get 
work  as  a  sales  clerk.  Now  he  and  his 
wife  were  augmenting  his  pay  by  doing 
house-cleaning  for  whoever  would  hire 
them.  Another  little  family,  the  father 
this  time  a  laborer,  were  still  looking 
for  work.  In  the  meantime  they  were 
grateful  for  the  rather  cheerless  shelter 
of  immigration  quarters.  This  couple 
have  a  very  bright  boy,  Joe  by  name, 
who  though  only  seventeen  months  old 
was  having  a  grand  time  charging 
through  the  crowd,  investigating  every- 
thing, dancing  his  own  little  jigs  and 
unconsciously  entertaining  everyone. 
His  younger  sister,  incidentally,  spent 
the  evening  peacefully  sleeping  on  the 
davenport  in  the  sisters'  community 
room.  Nearby  is  another  family  whose 
mother  speaks  excellent  English  and 
has  made  a  name  for  herself,  with  us  at 
least,  as  a  willing  and  energetic  helper 
when  post  party  clean-up  time  arrives. 
Just  going  out  the  door  is  a  tall  fine 
looking  man  in  his  early  thirties.  Sister 
tells  me  that  he  is  a  clever  artist  and 
has  been  accepted  as  professor  of  art 
on  the  staff  of  one  of  the  local  univer- 
sities. 


MONEY  DOESN'T  TALK  ANY  LONGER  —  IT  GOES  WITHOUT  SAYING. 
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Poor  people,  all  of  them!  No  matter 
what  their  fortunes  in  the  new  world, 
their  professions,  or  their  interests, 
they  all  have  one  story  in  common  — 
escape  from  a  Communist  oppressed 
homeland  where  relatives  and  friends 
still  remain,  and  the  hope  of  security, 
freedom  and  happiness  in  their  adopted 
country,  Canada. 

Dancing  was  going  literally  full  swing 
in  the  reception  room  when  I  left  to  see 
how  the  bingo  was  progressing  down- 
stairs. This  game  is  entirely  new  to 
Hungarians  but  if  their  interest  and 
enthusiasm  is  any  indication,  they  will 
soon  become  real  Canadians  in  this 
activity  at  least!  Louis,  a  slim  six- 
footer,  who  had  been  a  civil  engineer 
in  Hungary  but  is  a  restaurant  pro- 
prietor in  Canada,  was  in  charge.  He 
called  out  the  numbers  in  Hungarian, 
gave  explanations  as  needed,  and  acted 
in  general  as  master  of  ceremonies. 

Later  in  the  evening  Father  Murphy 
arrived,  as  he  always  does,  to  meet  his 
charges  and  discuss  problems  with  any 
who  wished  to  consult  him.  Several  in 
fact  had  been  awaiting  his  arrival  so 
that  he  was  busy  trying  to  solve  all 
kinds  of  difficulties  practically  the 
whole  time  he  was  with  us.  Several 
other  priests  also  called  during  the 
evening  to  give  a  friendly  greeting  to 
these  new  Canadians  and  to  welcome 
them,  in  the  name  of  the  Church,  to 
Canada. 

It  was  9:30  by  the  time  the  refresh- 
ment committee  went  into  action.  It  is 
no  easy  task  to  "refresh"  over  one 
hundred  people  some  of  whom  are  up, 
some  down,  some  dancing,  some  sit- 
ting, some  visiting  and  chatting  in  hall- 
ways to  say  nothing  of  doorways,  and 
some  in  constant  circulation.  By  11 
p.m.,  however,  due  in  no  small  measure 
to  dexterity,  and  agility  gained  in  the 


school  of  experience,  the  sisters  and 
club  girls  had  accomplished  this  feat. 
Everyone  had  plenty  of  sandwiches, 
pastries,  and  coffee  or  milk.  I  noticed 
little  Joe,  at  1 1  p.m.  still  full  of  vitality, 
and  now  also  of  refreshments.  He  was 
indicating  Jais  state  of  satiety  by  using 
his  doughnut  as  a  sort  of  finder  instead 
of  filler.  He  had  eaten  all  round  the 
hole,  probably,  by  this  time,  of  the 
third  doughnut  or  so,  and  was  now 
standing  still  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd 
with  the  hole  to  his  eye,  viewing  the 
antics  of  the  dancers  through  this 
original  type  of  monacle. 

By  11:30  p.m.  there  was  still  no 
sign  of  a  break-up  so  we  decided 
regretfully  that  we'd  have  to  do  some- 
thing about  it.  Sister  Superior  simply 
announced  closing  time  and  the  scram- 
ble to  find  coats,  hats  and  children, 
began.  The  post  party  volunteers  got 
busy  and  in  a  little  while  we  found 
ourselves  standing  alone  in  a  silent 
house  and  everything  back  to  normal. 

The  chapel  clock  showed  well  after 
midnight  when  at  last  we  called  in  for 
a  "Good-night"  to  the  Lord  (night 
prayers  had  been  said  hours  before!), 
and  then  to  bed.  Certainly  we  were 
weary  but  it  was  with  that  satisfying 
weariness  which  follows  upon  the 
spending  of  oneself  for  the  happiness 
and  needs  of  others.  Through  these 
parties  we  are  able  to  do  a  little  for 
the  refugee  people  who  came  to  our 
great  country,  looking  for  a  helping 
hand  in  a  time  of  distress  and  sorrow. 

We  can  do  a  little  at  least,  "to  help 
our  immigrants  to  understand  their  new 
environment  .  .  .  and  to  assist  them  in 
every  possible  way  during  this  crucial 
and  trying  period  of  adjustment."  Dur- 
ing the  one  minute  before  I  fell  asleep 
my  last  thought  was  "Thank  you  Lord 
for  letting  me  be  a  Sister  of  Service." 


VERY  FEW  PEOPLE  SUFFER  FROM  EGOTISM. 
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FIRST 
PERSON 
SINGULAR 


I  was  stationed  one  time  in  a  country  mission  where  my  three  companions 
were  teaching.  This  meant  that,  though  I  had  plenty  to  do,  I  was  alone  a  good 
part  of  the  time  and,  being  a  sociable  soul,  I  sometimes  thought  how  nice  it  would 
be  to  have  company.  Imagine  my  delight  when  we  were  given  a  beautiful  black 
police  dog  for  protection  and  company.  Shortly  after  his  arrival  I  was  going  to 
the  city.  Sister  Superior  told  me  to  get  a  collar  for  Shadow.  On  the  way  in,  I 
thought  of  the  collar,  leather  with  brass  buttons  and  Shadow's  name  on  it.  As 
soon  as  I  got  to  the  city  I  looked  up  a  leather-goods  store  in  the  telephone 
directory  and  phoned.  Imagine  my  surprise  when  a  voice  answered, 

"Chief  of  Police." 

This  response  threw  me  off  a  bit.  Instead  of  saying, 

"Sorry,  I've  got  the  wrong  number,"  I  said, 

"Oh — I  was  looking  for  a  dog  collar." 

A  deep  laugh  rumbled  back  at  me  as  the  man  replied, 

"Sorry,  Lady,  we  have  nothing  here  but  handcuffs." 

Sister  M.  O'Reilly 


WITH  MOST  OF  THEM  IT'S  A  PLEASURE. 
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Another  school  year  is  well  on  its 
way  although  last  year  finished  com- 
pletely only  on  the  first  of  November. 
That  sounds  odd?  Well,  on  the  first  of 
November  the  results  of  the  ABC  of 
Industry  Contests  arrived.  These  con- 
tests are  open  to  pupils  across  Canada 
during  the  school  year;  the  results  are 
published  the  following  year.  What  a 
scurry  when  the  box  containing  the  new 
booklets  and  the  PRIZE  LIST  ar- 
rived! Yes,  there  were  many  prizes. 
The  school  received  a  cheque  for 
$50.00.  The  individual  prize  winners 
were:  Emma  Hartman,  Grade  XII, 
$5.00  for  an  essay  and  $3.00  for  a 
project.  Betty  Ann  Jaeger,  Grade  VI, 
won  $6.00  for  an  essay  and  $1.00  for 
penmanship;  Margaret  Graw,  $4.00  for 
an  essay. 

Our  Eucharistic  Crusaders  in  Grades 
3,  4,  5  and  6  are  off  to  a  good  start. 
Their  big  project  is  twofold:  ransoming 


THE  PROPER  TIME  FOR  DIVORCE  IS  DURING  COURTSHIP. 


pagan  babies,  (total  so  far  this  year 
$16.00)  and  releasing  souls  from  Pur- 
gatory by  sacrifices.  Their  Patroness  for 
the  year  is  Mary,  Queen  of  the  World. 

The  Students'  Union  looks  after  the 
skating  rink  and  keeps  it  in  condition 
for  hockey  practice  and  games.  The 
older  boys  do  the  heavier  work  while 
the  youngsters  look  to  the  wood-pile 
which  supplies  fuel  for  the  skating 
house.  Financial  backing  for  the  rink 
comes  from  the  local  Knights  of  Col- 
umbus. 

And  as  the  school  year  runs  on  into 
the  holiday  season,  we,  in  Manning 
take  this  opportunity  to  wish  all  the 
readers  of  The  Field  at  Home  a  very 
happy  Christmas  and  a  New  Year  rich 
in  all  the  grace  that  emanates  from  the 
Crib  of  Bethlehem. 

Sister  Joan  Coffey, 
Manning,  Alberta 
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The  Novitiate 


The  Novitiate  is  both  a  place  and  a  time.  The  place  —  60  Glen  Road, 
Rosedale  in  Toronto.  The  time  —  two  and  a  half  years  of  intensive  spiritual 
training  for  the  life  of  a  missionary  sister.  It  is  a  time  of  assessing  values,  of 
putting  talent,  education,  background,  possessions  into  their  secondary  and 
proper  place.  It  is  a  busy,  happy,  prayerful  time.  It  is  an  oasis  of  peace  and  love. 
It  is  the  bulwark  on  which  the  missionary  sister  leans  throughout  her  life.  It  is 
—  the  Novitiate. 


.  .  .  A  Picture  Story 
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The  Divine  Prototype  of  all  missionaries  is  Christ  Incarnate. 
During  the  period  of  novitiate,  whether  in  formal  class-room 
sessions  or  informal  chats  with  the  Novice  Mistress,  whether  in 
the  give  and  take  of  working  together  in  kitchen,  laundry  or 
other  charge,  all  is  directed  to  the  Beatitude  of  Poverty,  the 
detachment  from  self  which  is  the  essence  of  a  missionary 
vocation. 
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The  novice  soon  discovers  that 
her  life  will  be  filled  with 
tremendous  trifles,  because 
nothing  is  small  when  Love  is 
the  motivating  force.  Her 
assignment  may  be  an  essay 
on  a  Papal  Encyclical  or  the 
preparation  of  a  tray  for  a 
guest  —  either  can  mean 
much  or  nothing. 
Love  is  the  gauge. 


"A  healthy  mind  in  a 
healthy  body"  and  "a  sad 
saint  is  a  sorry  saint/7 
are  truisms,  however  trite. 
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Two  and  a  half  years  as  postulant  and  novice,  five  years  a  a 
Junior  Professed  with  temporary  vows  —  all  lead  to  the  solemn 
dedication  of  Perpetual  Vows.  Then,  having  given  all,  the 
sister  receives  All.  Religious  life  is  a  life  of  sacrifice,  but  a  life, 
also,  of  inner  joy.  The  joy  promised  by  Christ  Who  promised, 
too,  that  no  one  should  take  it  away. 
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English  Classes  in  Montreal 


Every  Wednesday  and  Friday  even- 
ing from  7:30  until  9:30  a  group  of 
future  Canadian  citizens  gathered  in 
the  oak  room  at  1923  Dorchester  West. 
Beginning  in  July  and  continuing  twice 
weekly  until  December,  these  men  and 
women  started  from  "scratch"  to  learn 
the  English  language.  With  a  registra- 
tion of  63,  they  represented  many  na- 
tions and  tongues:  Croation,  Slovene, 
Serbian,  Roumanian,  German,  Dutch, 
Italian,  French,  Hungarian,  Swiss, 
Austrian  and  Greek.  All  had  but  one 
ambition  —  to  master  basic  English 
words  and  phrases. 

Five  volunteer  teachers  from  the 
Junior  Catholic  Women's  League  gave 
most  generously  of  their  evenings.  Over 
the  five-month  period  the  teachers  were 
Misses  Grace  Curran,  Lois  Descary, 
Suzanne  Fournier,  Sylvia  Paci  and 
Elizabeth  Reid.  Due  largely  to  their 
fine  spirit,  their  earnestness  and  their 
humour,  both  teachers  and  pupils  en- 
joyed the  weekly  three  hours  which 
were  spent  together.  A  happy  family 
spirit  prevailed  during  the  course.  In- 
variably, after  the  formal  lesson  was 
over,  a  social  period  continued  on. 
During  this  time  English  conversation 
was  spontaneous  on  all  sorts  of  sub- 


jects, interspersed  occasionally  with 
words  and  phrases  in  Croation,  French 
or  German.  Each  one  was  eager  to 
relate  some  interesting  or  entertaining 
things  about  his  own  country  and  to 
tell  what  he  had  found  strange  or  amus- 
ing in  Canada. 

It  was  not  long  before  first  names 
were  being  used,  though  to  the  English- 
speaking  these  were  often  strange- 
sounding.  Names  such  as  Stojko, 
Cvetko,  Pavel,  Manda,  Ankica,  Dim- 
itry,  Heinz,  Branko,  Franz,  Francesco 
and  Klaus  were  a  fair  illustration  of 
the  diversified  tongues.  There  were 
plenty  of  boners  to  call  forth  hearty 
laughter,  as  all  the  pupils  had  the 
humour  to  enjoy  their  own  mistakes 
as  well  as  those  of  others. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  course,  a 
social  evening  was  arranged  for  all  the 
participants.  At  this  social  evening,  the 
teachers  were  presented  with  a  small 
gift  in  appreciation  of  their  generous 
efforts. 

For  the  success  of  this  course  and  on 
behalf  of  the  New  Canadians  who  ben- 
efitted by  it,  we  say,  "Heartfelt  thanks, 
Lois,  Grace,  Suzanne,  Sylvia  and  Eliz- 
abeth. May  God  reward  you!" 

Sister  F.  Kelly 


SOME  PEOPLE  ARE  LIKE  MUMMIES;  ALL  WRAPPED  UP  IN  THEMSELVES. 
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Sister  McPhee  and  Sister  Galvin 


A  First  Mission  is  Special 

Sister  Glenda  Galvin 


February  1958  was  a  big  month,  for 
me  at  any  rate.  It  answered  that  most 
important  question  .  .  .  will  my  Pro- 
fession ever  really  be?  And  on  Febru- 
ary 2nd  it  really  was.  How  did  I  feel  on 
Profession  Day?  It's  hard  to  describe 
— the  feeling  that  makes  a  day  the 


brightest  you've  ever  seen,  even  if  the 
sun  doesn't  shine.  I  can't  remember 
what  the  sun  decided  to  do;  it  didn't 
matter.  That's  how  I  felt. 

A  bigger  and  surely  a  more  opto- 
mistic  question  was  —  where  will  I  go? 

WORRY  IS  LIKE  A  ROCKING  CHAIR: 
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What  will  I  do  after  Profession.  It  was 
answered  on  February  6th.  How  did  I 
feel  then  —  well,  as  if  I  hadn't  really 
heard  but  only  dreamed  that  I  was 
going  to  Edmonton. 

And  the  last  question  —  what  will 
it  be  like  —  was  answered  on  February 
19th.  This  question,  like  the  second, 
had  often  gone  through  my  mind.  It 
took  a  big  answer. 

"85th  Street"  had  been  ringing  in 
my  ears  for  over  a  week  and  as  the 
train  pulled  into  Edmonton,  a  full 
seven  hours  late,  the  ringing  just  got 
louder,  not  even  the  screech  of  brakes 
could  drown  it  out.  It  was  the  dead  of 
night  and  the  drive  home  was  through 
a  city  of  night,  of  neon  signs,  of  lights. 
It  was  snowing  lightly,  Once  inside,  the 
doll-house  description  that  someone 
had  given  me  came  to  my  mind.  After 
the  novitiate  stairs,  I  didn't  think  the 
stairs  here  were  wide  enough  to  walk 
on.  They  are  though;  I've  gone  up  and 
down  many  times  since. 

Too  tired  to  be  excited,  or  was  I  too 
excited  to  be  tired,  I  hurried  over 
meeting  the  Sisters,  the  lunch  that  was 
waiting  for  us,  the  brief  call  to  the 
chapel,  (funny  the  things  you  will 
notice  —  the  chapel  is  dedicated  to  St. 
Martin),  because  I  wanted  to  get  to 
tomorrow.  But  my  bed  felt  strangely 
like  the  train;  it  came  to  a  stop  only 
late  that  night. 

Then  the  tomorrow  I  was  so  anx- 
ious for  arrived.  On  that  day  I  met  the 
office;  it  smiled  weakly  and  so  did  I. 

*  * 


Whether  the  files  growled  audibly,  I 
couldn't  say  for  sure,  but  one  of  us  was 
scared  of  the  other  and  they  weren't  of 
me. 

Then  I  met  the  lessons.  They  stood, 
252  strong,  at  attention  on  the  shelves 

—  13  rows  of  them  —  I  sat  down 
quickly.  Soon  after,  however,  we  were 
on  the  same  side  and  have  been  ever 
since,  with  very  few  misunderstandings 

—  none  on  their  part. 

I  was  introduced  to  St.  Alphonsus 
Church  at  evening  Mass  so  I  could  not 
look  too  much,  but  I  could  see  quite  a 
bit.  After  Mass,  there  were  Perpetual 
Help  Devotions  —  the  old  familiar  and 
beautiful  hymns  —  and  there  was  the 
High  Altar  which,  to  me,  was  new  and 
different,  but  indeed  very  impressive. 
Each  time  I  go  in  I  look  again  to  see 
if  it  is  as  beautiful  as  it  looked  that 
first  night.  And  each  time,  the  plain 
altar,  the  eloquently  beautiful  crucifix, 
the  CARITAS  carved  above,  are  the 
same,  yet  each  time  more  beautiful. 

I  met  the  mail  box  that  day  too. 
And  even  if  I  did  almost  turn  into  the 
wrong  house  on  my  return  trip,  this  is 
the  one  I  really  meant  and  wanted  to 
come  to  because — 

There's  a  spot  in  my  heart  that  no 
place  else  could  own, 

There's  a  feeling  and  love  that  is 
for  it  alone. 

A  first  mission  is  special;  it  can't 
help  but  be. 

So  Eighty-fifth  Street  in  Edmonton 
is  special  to  me. 

* 


There  is  a  wonderful  mystical  law  of  nature  that  the  three  things  we  crave 
most  in  life  .  .  .  happiness  .  .  .  freedom  and  peace  of  mind  are  always  attained 
by  giving  them  to  someone  else. 

ALWAYS  IN  MOTION  BUT  GETTING  NO  PLACE 
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Our  Twins 


Sister  B.  Knopic 


Sister  Knopic  and  the  twins 


The  arrival  of  a  new  baby  is  one  of 
the  most  wonderful  events  in  the  lives 
of  parents;  it  is  even  more  wonderful 
when  there  are  twins.  It  was  on  one  of 
the  feasts  of  Our  Lady  that  twins,  a  boy 
and  girl,  were  born  in  Our  Lady's 
Hospital,  Vilna,  quite  early  one  morn- 
ing. When  I  say  the  twins  were  little 
I  mean  little;  those  tykes  were  so  small 
you  could  scarcely  see  them.  The  boy 
weighed  three  pounds  two  ounces,  the 
girl  two  pounds  four  ounces.  There  was 
much  excitement  in  the  Nursery  that 
day.  Would  the  twins  live  or  not?  That 
was  the  burning  question.  Some  Sister- 
Nurse's  ever-watchful  eye  was  con- 
stantly on  our  charges,  peeking  at  them 
through  the  glass  of  the  incubator  to 
see  how  the  darlings  were  doing.  Were 
they  breathing?  Were  they  getting  suf- 
ficient oxygen?  Was  the  temperature 
just  right?  Maybe  they  should  cry  a 
little  more?  The  first  twenty-four  hours 
are  usually  the  most  important.  If  they 


pass  that  first  test  then  it  is  a  matter  of 
nourishment.  Although  the  girl  was 
smaller  she  was  livelier  than  her 
brother  and  took  eagerly  to  the  dropper 
from  which  glucose  and  water  were 
dropped  into  her  tiny  mouth.  The  boy 
was  not  too  interested  in  food  and  had 
to  be  coaxed  along.  Three  days  passed 
and  our  twins  were  holding  their  own, 
much  to  the  joy  of  the  nurses.  By  this 
time  the  little  girl  was  able  to  take  her 
nourishment  from  a  bottle;  her  brother, 
still  a  little  behind,  was  struggling  along. 

Weeks  of  close  watching,  feeding 
and  care  went  by  before  the  exciting 
day  when  Sister  appeared  from  the 
nursery  all  smiles  and  bursting  to  tell 
us  the  glad  news.  "The  twins  have 
started  to  gain."  Yes,  Marcel  had 
gained  an  ounce  and  Suzanne,  a  half- 
ounce.  It  seemed  strange  that  Suzanne, 
who  until  now  had  been  the  leader 
should  let  Marcel  step  ahead  of  her. 


THE  TROUBLE  WITH  OPPORTUNITY  IS  THAT 
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And  so  it  continued  throughout  the 
weeks  that  followed.  Always  Marcel 
took  the  lead  when  it  came  to  gaining 
weight. 

We  really  had  a  heavy  duty  on  our 
hands  as  these  babies  were  fed  every 
two  hours  and  it  usually  took  one  half 
hour  to  do  it.  But  it  was  a  duty  of  love, 
for  who  wouldn't  love  these  tiny  bits  of 
humanity?  Already  there  were  discern- 
ible traits  of  character.  Suzanne  really 
had  a  mind  of  her  own;  the  set  of  her 
little  chin  and  mouth  told  you  that 
When  she  wanted  to  be  fed  she  made 
her  wants  heard.  Marcel,  more  docile, 
would  roll  his  big  eyes,  look  at  you  and 
win  your  heart  completely. 

Peace  did  not  always  reign  in  the 
incubator.  There  was  the  time  when 


Suzanne,  who  not  having  her  own 
wants  satisfied,  was  found  kicking  away 
at  poor  Marcel.  Sister  was  just  in  time 
to  rescue  him  from  possible  hurt. 
Another  day,  Suzanne  made  a  great 
fuss  because  Marcel  was  sucking  her 
fingers.  It  was  decided  then  that  the 
twins  must  be  separated.  Marcel,  hav- 
ing reached  the  monumental  weight  of 
four  and  a  half  pounds,  was  taken  out 
of  the  incubator  and  given  a  crib  of  his 
own.  Suzanne,  not  to  be  outdone  by 
her  brother,  soon  arrived  at  the  point 
where  she,  too,  was  ready  for  a  crib. 
Marcel,  having  taken  the  lead,  held  it. 
He  reached  the  five  pound  mark  one 
week  before  Suzanne  and  consequently 
got  home  one  week  before  his  sister. 


*  *  * 

To  us  Christians,  the  first  Christmas  Day  is  the  solstice  or  bottle-neck  of 
history.  Things  got  worse  till  then,  ever  since  we  had  lost  Paradise;  things  are 
to  get  better  since  then,  till  we  reach  Paradise  once  more.  History  is  shaped 
like  an  X.  Msgr.  Ronald  Knox 


IT  COMES  DISGUISED  AS  HARD  WORK. 
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"1  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  this  good  life, 
.  .  .  for  laughter  running  like  a  boy, 
for  prick  of  pain  foretelling  joy, 
for  leaps  the  heart  makes  at  the  sense 
of  sacramental  innocence, 
for  having  Thee  to  thank  and  praise, 
adore  and  hope  for  all  our  days." 
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Life  in  itself  is  a  great  adventure.  In  this  light,  Youth  particularly,  loves  to 
envisage  it.  What  golden  dreams  we  weave  as  the  future  unfolds  its  illimitable 
possibilities.  Love,  Power,  Wealth,  beckon  all  of  us  on  the  threshold  of  youth. 
Yet  how  often  the  great  adventure  turns  into  a  tragedy,  ends  in  total  failure. 

If  you  wish  to  make  of  your  life  a  great  adventure,  why  not  give  to  it  the 
noble  ideal  of  a  missionary  endeavour?  Could  there  be  anything  greater  than 
to  spend  your  years  in  the  upbuilding  of  the  Kingdom  of  God  upon  earth?  The 
Church  in  your  own  dear  country  asks  you  now  to  come  and  take  part  in  the 
great  adventure  of  pushing  back  the  frontiers  in  the  great  Home  Mission  Field. 

In  many  areas,  Mother  Church  is  still  pioneering.  She  needs  teachers  for  her 
schools,  nurses  for  her  hospitals,  catechists  for  her  children,  social  workers  for 
her  poor.  The  unselfish  dedication  of  one's  life  to  this  highest  of  all  causes  makes 
of  it  the  greatest  of  all  adventures. 

What  have  you  to  say  in  the  matter? 


Dear  Sisters: 

I  would  like  to  hear  more  about  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  I 
understand  that  this  does  not  bind  me  in  any  way. 


George  T.  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 

in  A  Call  to  Service 


SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 


2  WELLESLEY  PLACE,  TORONTO  5,  ONT. 


Name 


Age 


Street 


City 


Zone 


Province 
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Perpetual  Help 
Mission  Club 


A  merry  Christmas  and  happy  New 
Year  to  all  you  Mission  Club  Members! 
I  am  writing  this  in  Montreal  and  as  I 
write,  the  Santa  Claus  Parade  is  being 
shown  on  TV.  Do  you  know,  I  must 
confess,  it  is  terribly  difficult  to  keep 
my  mind  off  the  parade  and  on  what  I 
am  doing.  Once  in  a  while  I  slip  into 
the  next  room  to  see  how  things  are 
proceeding.  Here  in  Montreal,  as  in 
Toronto,  the  Santa  Claus  Parade  is  a 
gigantic  affair  with  bands  and  floats 
and  just  about  everything  imaginable 
that  will  add  colour  and  attraction. 
The  kiddies  have  a  glorious  time  watch- 
ing it,  I  would  too  if  I  had  the  time; 
but,  one  thought  keeps  bothering  me: 
why  can't  we  Catholics  put  as  much 
thought,  care  and  sacrifice  into  pre- 
paring for  the  coming  of  the  Divine 
Babe  into  our  hearts  at  Christmas,  and 
all  through  the  year,  as  business  people 
do  for  the  coming  of  Santa?  What  a 


world  of  difference  such  loving  care 
would  make  to  the  Church  and  to  our 
own  souls! 

*    *  * 

Some  of  you  may  wonder  how  the 
Perpetual  Help  Mission  Club  started. 
It  really  began  because  two  Sisters  of 
Service  met  an  earnest  little  girl  down 
in  the  southern  part  of  the  Diocese  of 
Covington,  Kentucky. 

About  four  years  ago  two  Sisters 
went  to  Kentucky,  at  the  invitation  of 
the  Bishop  of  Covington,  the  Most 
Reverend  William  T.  Mulloy,  to  visit 
the  schools  in  his  diocese.  In  the  small 
town  of  Lancaster,  Kentucky,  we  met 
Patricia  Williams.  Patricia  was  only 
eight  at  the  time,  but  she  told  us  she 
was  going  to  write  to  us.  She  kept  her 
word  and  has  been  writing  to  us,  at 


EVEN  IF  YOU  ARE  ON  THE  RIGHT  TRACK 
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intervals,  ever  since.  We  often  won- 
dered if  other  girls,  in  other  parts  of 
the  United  States  and  Canada  might  be 
interested  in  writing,  just  as  Patricia 
was.  So  we  decided  to  offer  the  oppor- 
tunity to  girls  with  whom  we  came  in 
contact  and  then  we  would  see  what 
happened. 

The  next  step  was  to  prepare  the 
small  pink,  green  and  blue  slips  with 
which  most  of  you  are  familiar;  these 
were  distributed  in  the  schools  we  vis- 
ited, we  left  it  up  to  the  girls  them- 
selves to  send  them  in  to  us.  The 
monthly  letters  are  our  reply  to  the 
return  of  these  coloured  slips  or  to  the 
white  coupon  which  is  found  in  each 
issue  of  The  Field  at  Home. 

Patricia  Williams  has  moved,  since 
we  met  her,  to  Newark,  Ohio.  She  has 
grown  too  and  is  no  longer  the  very 
little  girl  whom  we  met  in  Lancaster. 
But  Patricia  is  receiving  our  letters  and 
is  still  writing  interesting  accounts  of 
her  home  and  school  activities.  So  it  is 
a  pleasure,  in  this  issue,  to  salute  Pat- 
ricia Williams,  the  girl  who  sparked  the 
idea  of  the  Perpetual  Help  Mission 
Club. 

*    *  * 

Our  Mission  Club  members  reside  in 
widely  separated  areas.  Four  States  in 
the  U.S.  are  represented,  Kentucky, 
Ohio,  Michigan  and  California.  I  have 
named  them  in  the  order  in  which  we 
first  heard  from  girls  in  these  States. 
In  Canada,  our  members  are  scattered 
through  Newfoundland,  Quebec,  On- 
tario, Saskatchewan,  Alberta  and  Bri- 
tish Columbia.  So  far,  Newfoundland 


is  the  only  Atlantic  Province  to  have 
representatives  in  our  group.  Manitoba, 
on  the  other  hand,  is  the  only  Western 
Province  not  represented.  The  one 
State  in  the  Union,  North  Dakota,  in 
which  we  have  a  mission,  is  not  repre- 
sented in  the  Mission  Club  either. 

Once  again  our  wishes  for  a  truly 
Blessed  Christmas  go  out  to  all  of  you 
from  the  very  depths  of  our  hearts. 
May  the  Divine  Babe  shower  the  gifts 
of  His  Love,  Peace  and  Joy  upon  you 
and  your  homes  during  Christmas-tide 
and  all  through  the  New  Year.  Let  us 
keep  up  our  prayers  for  the  Missions 
and  for  an  increase  of  vocations  to  the 
priesthood  and  the  religious  life.  Let 
us,  through  our  prayers,  be  apostles 
working  zealously  and  sincerely  that 
the  Tender  Babe  Who  was  born  for  us 
on  Christmas  may  be  known  and  loved 
everywhere  by  everyone.  God  love  and 
bless  you! 


Patricia 
Williams 
of  Newark, 
Ohio. 


YOU  WILL  BE  RUN  OVER  IF  YOU  SIT  THERE. 
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From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D 

3>eab  Stitefoi 


In  the  name  of  Jesus,  dear  Sister,  I  am 
sending  you  two  dollars  and  the  stubs  of  the 
tickets  with  my  lesson.  I  enjoyed  selling 
them  very  much  and  hope  to  be  one  of  the 
lucky  ones.  May  God  bless  you. 

Mary 

We  have  a  little  baby  Sister.  Her  name  is 
Rosalie  Anne.  Her  birthday  is  on  Nov  14. 
We  like  her. 

Duane 

How  are  you  getting  along  after  you  got 
back  to  Edmonton.  I'm  in  Grade  7  and  do  I 
ever  like  going  to  school.  My  teachers  are 
very  good  and  kind  too.  Lloyd  likes  saying 
"All  for  Thee"  very  much  for  everywhere  he 
goes  he  says  "All  for  Thee."  He  also  didn't 
forget  his  Act  of  Contrition.  Lloyd  always 
says  his  prayers  every  evening  before  he  goes 
to  bed  and  if  he  goes  to  bed  without  saying 
his  prayers  I  pull  him  out  of  bed  and  say, 
"say  your  prayers."  On  Monday  when  I 


came  home  from  school  my  mother  said  we 
got  something  from  you.  Was  I  ever  glad  to 
see  the  beautiful  pictures  you  sent  us.  Well 
I  guess  I  better  close  although  the  letter  is 
very  short.  Good-bye  and  God  bless  you  for 
being  so  very  kind  to  us. 

Margaret 

Here  are  the  lessons,  they  may  be  a  bit 
late  but  that  is  because  we  have  all  had  the 
flu  not  long  ago.  Everybody  was  home  from 
school.  But  now  that  we  are  better  and  are 
going  to  school  we  have  all  done  them.  Billy 
is  also  feeling  better.  Tomorrow  he  is  going 
to  the  doctor  to  have  a  new  cast  put  on  his 
arm.  He  hasn't  been  going  to  school  lately. 
There  is  not  very  much  snow  around  here.  Is 
there  quite  a  bit  in  Edmonton?  Or  not  so 
much.  It  is  quite  cold  in  the  morning,  espe- 
cially to  go  milking  in  the  morning  like  me 
or  to  walk  to  the  school  bus  and  waiting  for 
it  a  while.  Sincerely, 

Mary 


MAKING  A  BIG  NOISE  DOESN'T  CONSTITUTE  A  SOUND  ARGUMENT. 
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We  enjoyed  the  lessons  very  much  and  am 
glad  we  did  start  with  them.  Enclosed  is  the 
50c  for  the  two  books  that  were  sent  to  us 
for  our  catechism.  As  yet  there  are  no  ques- 
tions about  anything,  but  we  will  ask  if  any 
come  across  our  mind.  With  God's  blessings, 
Deloris,  Paulette,  Garry  and  Gloria 

I  like  school.  My  brother  Trevor  broke 
out  with  the  measles.  I'm  mad  about  that. 
Sometime  I'll  get  my  tonsils  out  because  I 
had  trouble  with  them. On  our  trip  it  was  all 
right  but  when  were  coming  back  we  hit 
some  mushy  snow  it  had  rained.  And  after 
that  we  hit  some  ice  it  was  like  a  skating 
rink.  Today  Leonard  our  neighbour  came 
out  with  his  sled  and  a  nother  one  and  I 
took  it  and  went  sleigh  riding  and  I  went 
down  to  clarks  which  is  a  half  a  mile  and 
even  farther  than  clarks  about  10  feet.  My 
mum  is  the  teacher,  she  read  a  story  of  Peter 
Cotoon  tail  Peter  rabbit  and  Reddy  Fox 
were  a  pair.  Reddy  Fox  was  always  trying 
to  catch  Peter.  But  Peter  was  too  tricky  so 
he  couldn't  catch  him  at  the  last  he  didn't 
get  caught.  I  love  the  lessons.  Love, 

Lynne 

Please  do  not  be  angry  because  I  did  not 
do  my  lessons.  I  forget  about  them.  Will  you 
please  send  me  lessons  8,  9  and  10  now.  I 
will  do  them  and  send  them  back  in  10  days. 
Please  excuse  the  writing  as  it  is  Sat.  and  I 
am  in  a  hurry  to  do  the  wash  and  the  house- 
work because  I  hope  to  go  to  town  and  send 
this.  With  lots  of  love  for  Those  Who  Work 
So  Hard  to  Teach  Me  all  About  Jesus. 

Patricia 

I  hope  you  can  correct  this  lesson  as  I 
spilled  milk  on  it  and  it  stuck  together. 
Thank  you  for  the  medal  you  sent. 

Janette 

I  am  very  sorry  that  I  didn't  sell  the  other 
book  of  tickets.  I  hardily  sold  the  first  book 
because  people  don't  want  to  buy  already. 
I  am  sending  only  one  dollar  for  I  just  sold 
one  book.  And  the  other  one  that  I  didn't 
sell.  I  am  very  sorry  for  not  selling  the  other 
book.  I  had  a  hard  time  selling  the  tickets. 
So  please  don't  send  me  any  more  tickets 
I  am  very  sorry  Sister. 

Zena 


I  am  afraid  I  will  have  to  disappoint  you 
in  this  letter,  I  can't  continue  on  with  my 
lessons  as  I  have  a  hard  time  keeping  up 
with  my  work  as  it  is.  I  am  now  an  acting 
accountant  in  the  bank  and  it  means  hours 
of  work  in  the  evening  and  many  more  of 
studying.  You  will  note  that  I  didn't  sell  the 
tickets,  but  I  am  sending  you  $2.00  as  a  little 
token  of  thanks  for  all  that  you  have  done 
for  me  in  the  past.  I  believe  I  have  had 
twelve  years  of  lessons  for  no  charge  at  all. 
If  you  ever  have  a  charity  drive  please  drop 
me  a  line  and  I  will  donate  what  I  can.  God 
bless  you  for  your  good  work. 

Andrew 

From  The  Parents 

I  sent  in  one  each  of  the  lessons  when  the 
children  and  I  were  so  busy  with  Christmas 
concerts  etc.  and  then  a  few  days  later  the 
next  lessons.  That's  how,  through  my  fault, 
we  received  some  of  the  lessons  already 
completed.  I  hope  you  will,  not  be  angry 
with  me  and  I'm  real  sorry  for  causing  you 
this  trouble.  I  would  once  again  like  to  let 
you  know  how  much  we  appreciate  these 
lessons  for  the  children,  and  they  just  love 
doing  them.  It  is  the  only  instruction  they 
get  so  we  do  our  best  to  help  them  along  all 
we  can.  Could  you  let  me  know  if  it  would 
be  possible  to  get  some  statues,  not  too  high- 
priced,  fair-sized  statues  of  Our  Lord,  Our 
Lady  and  St.  Joseph.  As  the  children  are 
building  an  altar  with  the  help  of  their 
grandad  they  think  we  should  have  statues 
and  candles  burning  on  it  when  we  say  the 
rosary  at  night.  So  I'm  trying  to  see  if  some- 
how I  can  get  some  nice  statues  for  them. 
If  you  would  be  so  kind  as  to  let  me  know 
and  thank  you  again. 

Mrs.  S. 

Enclosed  please  find  $1.00  to  cover  the 
cost  of  the  book  you  sent  Lawrence  called 
'The  Story  of  the  Mass".  You  may  keep  the 
change  and  use  it  to  send  other  children  les- 
sons. Lawrence  finds  these  lessons  quite 
difficult  as  they  take  a  little  thinking,  so  they 
will  be  slower  to  come  back.  He  studies  a 
few  pages  ahead  and  that  is  how  he  can  do 
his  lessons  so  quickly;  45  minutes  is  spent 
on  Catechism  every  evening  and  I  find  it 
does  more  than  studying  all  day  Saturday 
and  Sunday.  Many  thanks  for  the  good 
work.  I  know  God  will  help  you  to  continue. 
Thanking  you  for  everything,  sincerely, 

Mrs.  V. 


THE  BIGGER  A  MAN'S  HEAD  GETS  THE  EASIER  IT  IS  TO  FILL  HIS  SHOES. 
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Mrs.  J.  A.  Grace  with  Sister  Gillis 


Ottawa:  The  annual  Silver  Tea 
sponsored  by  the  Ottawa  Diocesan 
Council  of  the  C.W.L.  under  the  con- 
vener ship  of  Mrs.  John  A.  Grace  was 
most  successful.  Sister  V.  Gillis,  Su- 
perior of  the  Ottawa  Club,,  assisted  by 
Mrs.  E.  J.  Watson,  President,  Ottawa 
Diocesan  Council,  Mrs.  Grace  and 
Miss  Theresa  Robinson,  Club  Presi- 
dent, received  the  guests.  The  Sisters 
wish  to  thank  Mrs.  Grace,  the  con- 
vener, Mrs.  Watson,  the  League  mem- 
bers and  the  many  friends  who  helped 
to  make  the  event  so  worthwhile. 

Montreal:  In  the  horrible  holocaust 
which  claimed  fifteen  lives  in  a  mid- 
town  apartment  house  last  November, 
two  of  the  girls  who  were  left  without 
home  or  belongings  had  been,  until 


shortly  before  the  fire,  residents  at  the 
Montreal  Club.  SOSA,  (Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice Auxiliary)  sponsored  a  Square 
Dance  to  help  the  girls  to  a  new  start. 
The  recipients  were  delighted,  as  were 
the  donors,  with  the  substantial  sum 
presented  at  the  end  of  a  very  happy 
evening. 

Under  the  direction  of  Sister  Schenck, 
a  number  of  the  Club  girls  in  Montreal 
are  giving  their  time  and  artistic  ability 
in  Our  Lady  of  the  Wayside  Art  Studio. 
The  girls  mount  holy  cards,  and  pic- 
tures for  the  use  of  the  Sisters  in  the 
Religious  Correspondence  Schools.  The 
pictures,  all  ready  for  hanging,  are 
mounted  on  cardboard  in  attractive 
shades  with  lace  or  metallic  paper  trim 
and  are  quite  lovely  when  finished. 
This  is  an  apostolate  which  must  bring 
a  great  deal  of  pleasure  to  many  of 
Christ's  little  ones  in  the  West. 

Sinnett:  The  parish  mission  this  year 
was  preached  by  Reverend  Father  J. 
Molloy.  It  was  very  fine  and  included 
a  Guidance  Day  for  the  students.  Fifty- 
two  girls  and  boys  were  somehow  fitted 
into  Sister  Barton's  class,  (the  High 
School)  for  Father's  four  talks.  Rever- 
end Father  McGrath,  our  pastor,  said 
Mass  for  the  students  at  4  p.m.  The 
members  of  the  C.W.L.  aided  greatly 
by  serving  lunch  at  noon. 

Camp  Morton:  The  blizzard  which 
hit  Manitoba  in  mid-November  really 
left  us  sno wed-in.  Fortunately  the 
weather  was  not  cold  and  the  snow  did 
not  last  too  long.  Sister  Renaud  got 
half-way  to  school  the  first  day,  plow- 
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ing  through  knee-deep  snow,  but  had 
to  return.  Sister  O'Connor  could  not 
get  through  to  Berlo  at  all  for  two  days. 
Sister  Donnelly,  who  had  gone  to  Win- 
nipeg for  the  Catholic  Social  Life  Con- 
ference, was  also  delayed  in  coming 
back.  The  best  part  of  the  whole  busi- 
ness was  its  brevity. 

Toronto:  According  to  reports  from 
the  various  missions,  discussion  groups 
appear  to  be  flourishing  in  most  of  the 
Clubs.  Edmonton  has  three  such 
groups,  Ottawa  one,  Montreal,  two. 
The  most  popular  text  seems  to  be 
"Your  Life  and  You"  published  by  the 
Catholic  Vocational  Service  of  the 
Catholic  Centre  in  Ottawa. 

Toronto:  A  Day  of  Recollection  for 
the  Toronto  Club  girls  was  held  on 
November  30,  under  the  direction  of 
Reverend  Father  A.  F.  Walligore, 
C.S.B.  The  exercises  were  in  the  Mo- 
ther House  Chapel.  The  attendance 
was  encouraging  and  the  girls  were 
delighted  with  their  brief  respite  from 
the  hustle  and  bustle  of  the  world. 

Christian  Island:  Our  sympathy  and 
prayers  go  out  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Russell 
Monague  whose  son  Bernard,  12  years 
old,  was  accidentally  drowned  in  No- 
vember. Bernard  was  a  pupil  of  the 
R.C.  Day  School  on  Christian  Island. 

*  * 


The  Sisters  Coffey, 
Sister  Frances  faces  the  camera 


Peace  River:  At  Christmas  the  Sis- 
ters in  the  North  gather  for  a  few  days 
holiday  here.  This  treat  is  anticipated 
with  delight  by  all  of  us,  but  perhaps 
Sister  Joan  and  Sister  Frances  Coffey 
are  even  more  eager  than  the  rest  for 
this  reunion  of  S.O.S.  It  is  not  often 
that  two  blood-sisters  in  our  Commun- 
ity have  the  opportunity  to  spend 
Christmas  together.  Sister  Joan  Coffey 
is  Principal  of  Rosary  School  at  Man- 
ning, Sister  Frances  teaches  High 
School  in  Rycroft. 


What  a  world  this  would  be  ...  if  we  spent  as  much  on  peace  ...  as  we  do 
on  war!  If  we  spent  as  much  on  preventing  crime  ...  as  on  punishing  criminals. 
If  we  spent  as  much  on  culture  as  on  entertainment.  If  we  were  as  careful  of  our 
thinking  ...  as  of  our  eating.  If  we  were  as  concerned  about  our  souls  ...  as 
about  our  appearance.  If  we  saved  all  the  friends  we  made.  If  we  worked  as  we 
worried. 

YOU  GO  MOUNTAIN-CLIMBING  OVER  MOLEHILLS. 
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Design  for  Living 

a  Happy  New  Year 


he  day  returns  and  brings  once  more  our  share  of  mankind's  concerns  and 


duties.  Let  us  perform  them  with  laughter  and  kind  faces;  let  cheerfulness 
abound  with  industry.  Greeting  life  with  mourning  hearts,  let  us  go  blithely  on 
our  business  all  the  day,  eager  to  labour,  eager  to  be  happy  if  happiness  shall 
be  our  portion,  and  if  the  day  be  marked  for  sorrow,  strong  to  endure.  Here  is 
a  task  for  all  we  have  within  us  of  fortitude  and  faith:  To  be  honest,  to  be  kind; 
to  make  others  happier  by  our  presence;  never  to  be  embittered  by  events,  but 
to  emphasize  what  is  good  and  fair  in  every  hour.  To  cultivate  courage  and  joy, 
and  the  quiet  trustful  mind;  to  be  true  to  the  best  we  may  attain.  If  disappoint- 
ment comes,  to  bear  it  nobly;  to  be  above  bitterness;  to  inflict  no  pain  but  to  ease 
it  where  we  can.  To  carve  out  of  the  stuff  of  the  day  a  new  form  of  beauty,  a 
new  vision  of  truth,  another  way  of  usefulness.  And,  when  the  day  is  done,  to 
lie  down  content  and  undishonoured;  ready  for  sleep  and  for  an  awakening  to 
the  glory  of  the  morrow. 


Robert  Louis  Stevenson 


A  BIT  OF  LOVE  IS  THE  ONLY  BIT  THAT  WILL  BRIDLE   THE  TONGUE. 
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Nothing  to  it! 


You  ean  hold  up  your  head 

IF 

you're  subscribed  to  the 

"FIELD  AT  HOME" 
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Our  cover:  When  the  SEVEN  SEAS  docked  in  Montreal  last 
October,  10  month  old  Juergen  Boumann  was  among  the 
passengers.  Juergen  with  his  mother  and  brother,  had 
come  to  join  his  father,  Gerd,  in  Hamilton.  The  baby,  a 
Lutheran,  was  immensely  taken  with  Sister  Mary  Sawchuk, 
Saint  Boniface,  Manitoba,  who  does  Port  Work  in  Montreal. 


Invitation 
at  Easter 


Let  the  splendour  of  the  Resurrection  be  an  invitation  to  men  to  put  back 
the  world  and  all  that  it  contains  within  the  life-giving  light  of  Christ,  and  to 
conform  to  His  teachings  and  designs  all  souls  and  bodies,  peoples  and  states, 
their  organization,  laws,  and  plans  for  the  future.  Let  there  be  no  power  to 
prevent  this,  deriving  from  either  foolish  pride  or  the  vain  fear  that,  in  per- 
mitting themselves  to  be  inspired  by  Christ,  men  will  lose  something  of  their 
liberty  or  of  the  autonomy  of  their  work. 

God,  Who,  from  the  beginning,  has  commanded  man  to  subdue  the  earth 
and  to  labour  in  it,  does  not  go  back  on  His  word  or  intend  to  take  man's  place. 
He  means  to  guide  and  sustain  him  so  that  His  designs  may  be  perfectly  accomp- 
lished, since  neither  God  nor  man  would  be  satisfied  with  the  existence  of  a 
world  without  purpose.  Only  a  life  in  constant  progress  toward  the  fulness  of 
truth,  justice,  and  peace  will  suffice. 

Pope  Pius  XN 

A  Happy  Easter  to  All 
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Memo 


from  the 
Editor  s  desk 


ARCHBISHOP  PANICO 

His  Excellency  Most  Reverend  Giovanni  Panico,  for  the  past  five  years 
Apostolic  Delegate  to  Canada  has  been  appointed,  by  His  Holiness  Pope  John 
XXIII,  Apostolic  Nuncio  to  Portugal.  Regretfully  we  bid  His  Excellency  adieu. 
We  know  that  the  Church  in  Portugal  will  benefit  by  the  experience  which 
Archbishop  Panico  has  gained  through  years  of  devoted  service  in  the  diplomatic 
corps  of  the  Church.  The  prayers  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  as  of  all  Catholic 
Canadians,  will  accompany  His  Excellency  as  we  wish  him  Godspeed  and 
success  in  his  new  post. 

*  *  * 

AIM  OF  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 

In  the  January  1929  issue  of  The  Field  at  Home  Father  Daly  wrote: 
"Through  .  .  .  our  missionary  review,  we  wish  to  focus  the  mind  and  heart  of 
every  Catholic  Canadian  on  our  home  mission  field.  For,  right  at  our  door, 
within  the  boundaries  of  our  far-flung  country,  Mother  Church  has  a  missionary 
problem  of  great  magnitude  and  far-reaching  consequences.  It  remains  an 
outstanding  challenge  which  a  Catholic  cannot  afford  to  leave  unnoticed. 

The  welfare  of  our  country  is  also  intimately  wedded  to  this  religious 
issue.  This  aspect  of  the  problem  gives  it  a  national  character.  To  emphasize  it, 
in  season  and  out  of  season,  is,  we  deem,  sane  Canadianism. 

Therefore,  to  create  interest  and  arouse  sympathy,  particularly  for  the 
missionary  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  founded  for  the  specific  needs 
of  the  Field  at  Home;  to  awaken  the  consciousness  of  responsibility  and  to 
create  among  the  Catholics  of  Canada  a  helpful  and  fruitful  co-operation;  such 
is  the  noble  aim  and  worthy  ambition  we  have  in  view  in  the  publication  of 
The  Field  at  Home." 

The  passing  years  have  not  altered  the  aim  and  the  ambition  thus  clearly 
explained  by  Father  Daly.  Just  how  far  we  have  been  successful  in  accomplishing 
our  aim,  is  difficult  for  us  to  judge.  In  the  near  future  we  shall  be  appealing  to 

LUCK  NEEDS  A  P  IN  FRONT  OF  IT  TO  MAKE  IT  WORTH  ANYTHING. 
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you  for  the  renewal  of  your  subscriptions.  We  shall  also  make  an  effort  to 
discover,  from  our  friends  of  long-standing,  just  how  much  impression  our 
magazine  is  making  on  them.  We  ask  all  of  you  to  co-operate  with  us  in  our  effort 
to  evaluate  what  The  Field  at  Home  is  doing  for  the  Home  Missions. 

*  *  * 

HOME  MISSIONS  -  U.S.A. 

When  we  point  out  that  the  Sisters  of  Service  were  founded,  specifically, 
for  work  in  the  Home  Missions  of  Canada,  we  do  not  intend  to  gloss  over  our 
work  in  North  Dakota.  Americans  and  Canadians,  knit  together  as  we  are  by 
geographic,  racial  and  social  bonds,  can  hardly  consider  the  missions  of  either 
country  as  being  other  than  Home  Missions.  Our  work  in  the  United  States  is 
but  a  drop  in  the  bucket  of  all  that  is  being  done  for  Mother  Church  in  that 
great  country  by  such  Institutes  as  the  Home  Missioners  of  America  (Glenmary 
Fathers  and  Sisters),  the  Missionary  Catechists,  the  Missionary  Servants  of  the 
Most  Blessed  Trinity,  the  Josephite  Fathers,  the  Sisters  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
for  Indians  and  Coloured  People  and  other  communities  devoted  wholly  or 
partly  to  the  Home  Missions.  Since  the  universal  shortage  of  sisters  affects  the 
Sisters  of  Service  and  prevents  us  from  widening  the  scope  of  our  work  within 
the  United  States,  we  can,  at  least,  join  our  prayers  to  the  prayers  of  the  many 
valiant  Home  Missioners  working  there.  God  grant  that  our  combined  prayers 
may  awaken,  in  the  Catholic  youth  of  both  countries,  an  intense  awareness  of 
the  needs  of  the  Church  at  home  and  a  strong  sense  of  the  obligation  which 
is  theirs  in  helping  to  meet  those  needs. 

*  *  * 

TRAVELLING  EDITOR 

The  Editor  of  The  Field  at  Home  is  in  the  SOS  promotion  department 
between  issues  of  the  magazine.  This  means  a  good  deal  of  travelling  in  order 
to  visit  schools  and  parishes  where  she  shows  coloured  slides  of  the  various 
missionary  works  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  She  is  always  happy  to  get  home  from 
her  jaunts,  but  she  returns,  always,  with  a  heart  full  of  wonder  and  admiration, 
to  say  nothing  of  gratitude.  Wherever  she  goes,  whether  in  the  United  States  or 
Canada,  she  is  welcomed  by  priests,  religious  and  layfolk  with  a  warm  charity 
that  is  truly  Christ-like.  There  is  much  that  is  wrong,  terribly  wrong,  with  our 
world.  There  is  much,  too,  that  is  right.  Perhaps  we  are  inclined  to  take  for 
granted  the  Charity  of  Christ  which  urges  countless  souls  onward  for  His 
love  and  in  His  Name.  Perhaps  we  should  cultivate  the  sentiments  of  the  great 
Archbishop  Ullathorne  who  said:  "Nothing  contributes  more  to  cheerfulness 
than  the  habit  of  looking  at  the  good  side  of  things.  The  good  side  is  God's 
side  of  them." 

SUCCESS  IS  RELATIVE.  THE  MORE  SUCCESS  THE  MORE  RELATIVES. 
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.4  Candle 


She  made  a  charming  picture.  The 
chapel  was  dim;  the  old  mahogany 
panelling  was  mellow  in  the  flickering 
light  of  a  few  vigils  and  her  own  single 
blessed  candle.  She  was  completely  in- 
tent on  her  prayers  as  she  knelt  there, 
eyes  fixed  on  the  Tabernacle,  rosary 
in  hand,  the  blessed  candle  lit  beside 
her.  The  soft  yellow  of  her  sari,  which 
covered  her  dark  curls  and  fell  in 
graceful  folds  over  an  equally  soft 
yellow  gown,  was  like  a  spot  of  sun- 
shine in  a  shadowy  world:  a  very  apt 
simile  for  the  girl  herself,  as  I  later 
discovered. 

Rita  Jewan,  for  that  is  her  name, 
comes  from  British  Guiana.  Her  par- 
ents were  born  in  Bombay.  Rita  had  an 


abiding  wish  to  come  to  Canda — a 
wish  that  seemed  far-fetched  and  im- 
possible, a  castle-in-Spain  sort  of  wish. 
A  friend  of  her  mother  encouraged  her. 
"Go  to  the  church,"  she  told  her,  "light 
a  blessed  candle  and  pray,  pray  to  St. 
Martha.  She  will  help  you."  So  Rita 
lit  her  candles  and  prayed;  she  worked 
and  saved  and  finally,  the  dream  came 
true,  the  castle-in-Spain  materialized, 
she  arrived  in  Montreal. 

From  the  very  beginning  of  her 
stay  at  1923  Dorchester  there  was  no 
doubt  about  her  success  as  a  resident. 
Radiantly  good-humoured,  friendly 
and  unaffected,  Rita  never  walks  alone. 
But  she  needed  more  than  a  capacity 
for  making  friends — she  needed  to 


PEOPLE  WHO  MIND  THEIR  OWN  BUSINESS  USUALLY 
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for  St.  Martha 


Sister  E.  Zink 


work.  So,  out  came  the  blessed  candle 
and,  with  fervent  fidelity,  she  began 
anew  to  petition  her  good  friend  St. 
Martha.  The  result?  She  found  a  job, 
she  has  since  gone  on  to  a  better  one. 
She  has  taken  a  hair-dressing  course 
at  night.  She  has  what  it  takes  to  be  a 
success.  She  works  as  if  all  depends  on 
her;  she  prays  as  if  all  depends  on 
God.  The  formula  never  fails.  It  is  the 
secret  of  that  lighthearted  gaiety,  of 
that  beautiful  simplicity  which  always 
attracts  and  never  repels. 

God  bless  you,  Rita.  May  you  al- 
ways be  a  spot  of  sunshine  in  a 
shadowy  world.  May  you  always  walk 
in  the  path  of  fervent  prayer,  honour- 
able work  and  lasting  friendships. 


SUCCEED  BECAUSE  THEY  HAVE  SO  LITTLE  COMPETITION. 
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FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR 


"Sister,  I  haven't  any  sins" — exclaimed  little  Jimmy — almost  in  tears, 
after  the  examination  of  conscience  held  for  the  First  Communion  Class. 
"Would  you  like  me  to  help  you"  I  asked. 
"Yes,  Sister." 

"Did  you  ever  talk  back  to  your  Mummy  or  Daddy?" 

"Oh,  no"  was  the  shocked  answer. 

"Do  you  always  do  what  Mommy  asks?" 

"Oh,  yes!" 

"Did  you  ever  tell  any  little  lies?" 
"Oh,  no,  that's  wrong!" 

"Did  you  ever  talk  back  to  your  teacher  in  school?" 
"No,  I  just  love  school." 
"Well",  I  was  getting  rather  desperate  now, 
"is  there  anything  you  do  that's  wrong,  Jimmy?" 
"Yes",  he  answered  softly,  "I  worry!" 

Sister  B.  Anstett 


SOME  PEOPLE  WORRY  ABOUT  NOTHING — 


PAGE  SIX 


APRIL  1959 


 — ^4»^^.->.^ 


At  the  Novitiate  on  the  evening  of 
February  L  the  very  simple,  very  im- 
pressive ceremony  of  reception  took 
place.  Miss  Hilda  Lunney  of  Saint 
John,  New  Brunswick,  received  the 
holy  habit  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
from  Reverend  Father  George  O'Reilly, 
C.  Ss.  R.,  assisted  by  Reverend  Father 
JE.  J.  Dowling,  S.J.,  the  novitiate 
chaplain,  and  Reverend  Father  D. 
F.  McGoldrick,  C.S.Sp.  While  the  new 
novice  donned  her  habit  the  choir  sang 
Monsignor  Ronan's  beautiful  Novena 
to  the  Immaculate  Conception  follow- 
ed, when  Sister  Lunney  returned  to  the 
chapel,  by  Veni  Sponsa  Christi,  another 
of  Monsignor's  compositions.  The 
ceremony  ended  with  Benediction  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

The  reception  came  at  the  end  of  an 
eight-day  retreat  given  by  Reverend 
Father  McGoldrick.  The  retreatants, 


At 

Headquarters 


are  most  grateful  to  Father  for  the 
splendid  retreat  which  was  eminently 
practical  and  spiritually  stimulating. 

On  the  feast  of  the  Purification, 
Reverend  Father  O'Reilly  offered  the 
Profession  Mass.  Both  the  Proper  and 
the  Ordinary  were  sung  in  Gregorian 
with  the  exception  of  the  Offertory 
verse,  Diffusa  Est  and  the  motet,  Jesu 
Corona  Virginum,  both  of  which  are 
compositions  of  Monsignor  Ronan. 

Immediately  after  Mass,  Father 
O'Reilly  received  the  First  Vows  of 
Sister  Dolores  Harrietha  of  Inverness, 
Nova  Scotia.  On  the  same  day  in  Ed- 
monton, Sister  Margaret  Mary  Denis 
and  Sister  Catherine  Moriarity  renew- 
ed their  Vows.  Sister  Mary  O'Kane,  in 
Toronto,  and  Sister  Ruth  Mill,  in 
Peace  River,  celebrated  their  Silver 
Jubilee  of  Profession. 


ESPECIALLY  WHEN  IT'S  IN  THE  BANK. 
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Ta\e  and  Receive  .  . 


Take,  O  Lord,  and  receive  all  my  liberty, 
my  memory,  my  understanding  and  my 
whole  will.  Thou  hast  given  me  all  that 
I  am  and  all  that  I  possess;  I  surrender  it 
all  to  Thee  that  Thou  mayest  dispose  of 
it  according  to  Thy  will.  Give  me  only 
Thy  love  and  Thy  grace;  with  these  I 
will  be  rich  enough  and  will  have  no 
more  to  desire. 

St.  Ignatius 


Our  Congratulations 


Sister  O'Kane 


Sister  Mary  O'Kane,  Coatbridge, 
Scotland,  who  celebrated  the  Silver 
Jubilee  of  her  profession  in  Toronto 
on  February  2nd.  Sister  O'Kane  was 
among  the  first  group  of  SOS  to  go  to 
Fargo,  North  Dakota,  and  she  was 
Superior  of  the  first  group  to  go  to  St. 
John's,  Newfoundland.  Apart  from  her 
years  in  Fargo,  Sister  O'Kane  religious 
life  has  been  spent  in  the  Residential 
Clubs  in  Edmonton,  St.  John's  and 
Toronto.  In  July  1954,  Sister  O'Kane 
was  elected  to  the  General  Council  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service.  At  present,  Sis- 
ter is  Superior  of  the  Toronto  Club. 

Sister  Ruth  Mill,  Quebec,  P.Q.,  also 


Newly  Professed 


Sister  Harrietha 


Sister  Mill 


celebrated  her  Silver  Jubilee  of  pro- 
fession on  February  2nd  in  Peace 
River,  Alberta,  where  she  is  Principal 
of  Immaculate  Conception  School.  Sis- 
ter Mill  has  spent  most  of  her  religious 
life  teaching,  either  as  a  catechist  in 
Regina  and  Fargo  or  in  the  schools  at 
Camp  Morton,  Sinnett  and  Peace 
River,  her  present  mission.  For  five 
years,  from  1936  to  1941,  Sister  was 
Secretary  of  St.  John's  Hospital,  Ed- 
son. 

To  both  Sister  O'Kane  and  Sister 
Mill  we  offer  our  sincere  congratula- 
tions and  our  prayer  that  God  will 
continue  to  bless  and  make  fruitful 
their  work  in  the  Home  Missions. 


New  Novice 


Sister  Lunney 


&  Out  @ta4Anoom 


Sister  Rita  Deighan 


Greetings  from  grades  three  and 
four,  Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Peace  River.  We  thought  you  might 
like  to  hear  about  some  of  the  work 
and  activities  in  our  classroom,  since 
the  new  school  year  and  the  new  teach- 
er began  last  September  2nd. 

"A  Town  Mural"  was  the  first  in- 
teresting project.  "Our  Community" 
was  the  whole  class'  social  studies 
unit.  A  large  map  of  the  town  of 
Peace  River  was  obtained  and  hung 
up.  The  children  had  fun  pointing  out 
the  several  important  buildings,  plus 
the  different  streets  on  which  they  live. 
During  a  number  of  Art  classes  which 
followed,  pictures  were  drawn  to  illus- 
trate the  different  buildings — Immacu- 
late Conception  Church  and  School, 
Sisters  of  Service  Convent,  the  town 
hall,  the  courthouse,  the  post  office,  the 
stores,  et  cetera.  And  were  they  differ- 
ent— so  different  you  wouldn't  recog- 
nize them!  Each  child  decided  what 
part  of  the  mural  he  wanted  to  make. 
Though  the  whole  class  participated 
individually  in  making  the  parts  of  the 
mural,  small  groups  prepared  the  back- 
ground and  were  responsible  for  ar- 
ranging the  items  on  definite  areas. 


First  the  Peace  River  hills  were  drawn 
with  colored  chalk  on  heavy  wrapping 
paper,  and  secured  to  a  suitable  wall 
space.  The  pupils  then  pasted  their 
drawings  in  place.  The  class  showed 
great  interest  as  each  new  piece  was 
added  to  the  background.  After  the 
mural  was  completed,  individual  ac- 
counts of  "The  Beginning  of  Our 
Town"  were  written  up.  Really  I  think 
I  enjoyed  that  part  of  the  work  almost 
as  much  as  the  children  did. 

Now  you  must  hear  about  our 
Rhythm  Band.  Since  we  didn't  have 
the  regular  rhythm  band  instruments, 
home-made  substitutes  were  created. 
Colourful  shakers,  which  the  children 
use  to  keep  time  with  songs  they  sing, 
were  easily  made  from  paper  plates. 
A  design  was  planned,  drawn  and 
coloured  on  the  bottoms  of  the  plate. 
A  handful  of  beans  was  put  into  the 
plate.  Another  decorated  plate  was  put 
on  top,  and  the  edges  were  sewn  to- 
gether with  string.  Presto  a  tambourine 
— all  rights  reserved!  A  few  of  the 
children  use  rulers  for  rhythm  sticks. 
Some  of  the  boys  made  jingle  clogs  by 
nailing  four  or  five  bottle  tops  on  a 
flat  stick  and  shaping  a  handle.  A  good 
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size  drum  emerged  from  a  ten  pound 
syrup  pail.  How?  The  top  of  the  pail 
was  removed.  Then  the  bottom  of  the 
pail  was  cut  out.  It  doesn't  sound  like 
a  drum,  but  that's  only  the  beginning. 
The  end — a  pudgy  beaming  little  boy 
with  a  drum  hanging  around  his  neck! 
We  started  with  the  home-made  in- 
struments last  fall;  now  we  have  some 
manufactured  ones.  A  number  of  chil- 
dren often  make  up  a  second  verse  to 
any  one  of  the  favourite  songs  I  have 
taught  them.  To  the  tune  of  "The  Mul- 
berry Bush"  you  can  hear:  "In  school 
we  work,  and  pray,  and  sing, 
We  waste  no  time  at  all." 
"This  is  the  way  I  eat  my  food,  every 

day  at  noon." 
"I  keep  smiling  all  the  day, 
Because  I  obey  the  rules." 

Near  the  end  of  November  we 
brought  out  the  Advent  Wreath,  which 
was  the  symbol  of  our  preparation  for 


Christmas.  Each  morning  after  the 
candles  had  been  lighted,  the  children 
read  the  collect  for  the  Sunday  and 
sang  the  Advent  hymn  with  great  de- 
votion. It  reminded  them  to  make  little 
sacrifices,  and  to  visit  Jesus  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  during  their  re- 
cesses and  lunch  hour.  The  spiritual 
preparation  for  Christmas  consisted  of 
Spiritual  Bouquets.  They  were  happy 
to  give  one  to  Father  Ruelle,  who 
comes  weekly  for  catechism,  and  one 
for  their  parents. 

And  now  this  is  the  prayer  of  each 
of  my  forty-four  little  ragamuffins. 
"Mary,  bless  each  Lenten  day, 
Little  things  I  do  and  say, 
Give  them  all  to  Jesus  dear. 
Tell  Him.  then  when  Easter's  near 
I  will  have  a  crown  of  gold 
To  replace  His  thorns,  and  hold 
Ever  closer  to  my  heart 
Jesus'  life — of  mine  a  part." 
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A  LOT 


Our  Lord  is  pleased,  always  and 
everywhere,  by  the  knights  who  serve 
faithfully  at  His  altar.  He  must  be 
especially  fond,  however,  of  those 
knights  who  travel  many  miles  and 
make  many  sacrifices  of  time  and  effort 
to  reach  the  church  for  services  and 
unit  meetings. 

One  such  unit  is  that  of  Saints  Peter 
and  Paul,  Rycroft,  Alberta.  Rycroft 
is  off  the  beaten  path  and  is  part  of  the 
missionary  vicariate  of  Grouard. 

All  the  members  of  Saints  Peter  and 
Paul  live  at  a  distance  and  in  all  direc- 
tions from  the  church  and  each  other. 
Transportation  is  difficult.  Yet  the  unit 
can  show  an  excellent  record  in  atten- 
dance and  spirit.  Credit  for  this  record 
goes  to  the  pastor,  Father  Paquin, 
O.M.I.,  to  Father's  assistants  Mr.  Mc- 
Kenna  and  Mr.  Kushneryk,  to  Sister 
Barton  and  all  the  Sisters  of  Service 
and,  of  course,  to  the  boys. 

Saints  Peter  and  Paul  unit  has  been 
in  existence  for  three  years.  Its  story 
of  success  has  been  hard  won  by  per- 
severing effort.  We  are  happy  to  pay 
this  small  tribute  and  to  wish  the  unit 
many  years  together  in  the  service  of 
the  Lord. 

Reprinted  from  The  Catholic  Boy, 
Notre  Dame,  Ind. 


<—  Learning  Latin  with  the 
aid  of  records 
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Patience  and  Patients 

or 

Trials  of  a  hospital  secretary 

Sister  Evelyn  Tunney 


"You  nuns  and  your  tranquil  lives!" 
these  are  words  spoken  in  haste  and 
envy  by  a  woman  now  forgotten,  but 
"the  memory  lingers  on".  Yes,  nuns 
lives  are  fairly  tranquil,  but  not  be- 
cause we  haven't  many  reasons  and 
causes  for  their  being  otherwise. 
Rather,  because  of  them  we  build  up 
a  resistance  to  them,  and  all  without 
the  use  of  tranquillizers. 

We  are  not  all  born  placid.  I,  for 
one,  had  to  learn  the  hard  way — by 
trial  and  error.  A  picture  of  Mount 
Vesuvius  in  our  front  parlour,  back 
home,  used  to  intrigue  me  as  a  child, 
perhaps  because  I,  too,  was  often  in 
eruption.  But  thanks  to  God  and  the 
guidance  of  a  wonderful  mother,  and 
after  many  years  and  eruptions,  I  can 
now  cloak  my  Vesuvius  temper  with 
a  smile  of  tranquillity,  grit  my  teeth 
and  face  each  day  serenely. 

Today  it  is  quite  a  game  to  keep 
serene  outwardly  amid  the  multifarious 
forms,  letters,  reports  et  cetera,  and  at 
the  same  time  deal  with  the  regular  or 
irregular  routine  of  the  smoothly  run 


hospital.  Maybe  the  responsibility  for 
this  state  of  affairs  lies  with  the  manu- 
facturers of  tranquillizers,  making  an 
effort  to  boost  sales,  or  maybe  with 
the  pulp  industry  in  nearby  Hinton 
instigating  a  wider  use  of  their  com- 
modity. 

Take  for  instance  the  ordinary  pro- 
cedure of  admitting  a  patient,  and 
every  patient  has  to  be  admitted.  Now 
here  comes  Mr.  March,  (that's  not  his 
name  but  is  very  apt  as  he  came  in 
like  a  lion  and  went  out  like  a  lamb). 
He  is  an  old  man,  if  you  call  eighty 
years  old.  In  this  year  of  A.D.  1959 
he  is  an  old  man  full  of  infirmities  as 
is  shown  on  the  doctor's  admission  slip 
which  Mr.  March  carries  with  him.  He 
labours  up  the  few  steps  with  the 
assistance  of  two  "do-it-yourself" 
walking  sticks  which  he  has,  no  doubt, 
whittled  from  trees  in  his  woods.  He 
moves  slowly  and  when  he  has  seated 
himself  on  the  couch  in  the  waiting 
room,  I  go  to  him  with  the  necessary 
paper,  forms  and  pencil  to  get  his 
information. 
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"Where  do  you  live?"  I  ask  him  . 

"Wolf  Creek"  he  growls  back. 

"Do  you  own  the  property?" 

"You  don't  need  to  know  that."  This 
time  he  snarls. 

I  explain  to  him  that,  indeed,  I 
don't  need  to  know,  but  the  Govern- 
ment of  Alberta  wants  this  information 
from  all  patients.  The  rest  of  the  in- 
formation was  relinquished  less  bel- 
ligerently and  from  there  on  we  got 
along  fairly  well.  The  request  for  his 
signature  on  Form  520  concerning 
Hospital  Benefits  presented  a  little 
problem — that  is  for  a  minute  or  so, 
until  we  got  organized.  Mr.  March  does 
not  wear  glasses,  and  does  not  see  very 
well.  He  handed  me  a  large  magnifying 
glass,  about  six  inches  in  diameter,  to 
hold  so  he  could  see  where  and  what 
he  was  signing.  During  those  few 
minutes  I  felt  a  kinship  to  Sherlock 
Holmes. 

Later  that  same  day  Sister  Guest 
had  occasion  to  bring  a  message  to  one 
of  the  men  in  the  same  ward.  Mr. 
March  called  her  over.  He  wanted  her 
to  put  his  money  in  safe-keeping.  Sis- 
ter, as  is  customary,  started  to  count 
out  the  money — "One,  two,  three — " 
she  started,  but  he  interrupted  with 
"Sh-sh,  not  so  loud".  And  no  wonder, 
for  he  had  seven  hundred  dollars  and 
he  was  smart  enough  not  to  want  the 
other  men  to  know  just  how  much  he 
had.  Also,  being  a  smart  man,  he  was 
a  good  patient  and  he  made  satisfac- 
tory progress.  In  about  a  week's  time 
he  was  discharged  home.  On  leaving 
hospital  he  came  to  the  office  for  his 
wallet.  Again,  as  is  customary,  I 
started  to  count  out  his  money  to  him, 
(and  this  time  there  was  nobody  within 
hearing  distance),  but  he  said  "You 
don't  need  to  count  it  Sister,  I  trust  you 


because  you  wear  that  ring."  He  was 
really  grateful  to  the  nurses  and  doc- 
tors for  the  care  and  kindness  he  had 
received. 

As  it  takes  all  kinds  of  people  to 
make  a  world,  so  it  takes  all  kinds  of 
people  to  fill  a  hospital.  I  could  say 
that  all  the  patients  are  good.  But  when 
I  say  that  I  am  reminded  of  Doc 
Anderson,  one  of  our  High  School 
teachers,  who  had  a  rubber  stamp  with 
the  word  "Good".  Every  pupil's  re- 
port was  stamped  "Good"  but  we  were 
always  told,  "There  are  two  kinds  of 
good:  some  good  and  no  good — so  let 
your  conscience  be  your  guide." 

The  telephone  was  a  wonderful  in- 
vention of  Alexander  Graham  Bell. 
Much  good  has  been  accomplished  by 
the  proper  use  of  this  innocent-looking 
piece  of  material — and  it  too  can 
supply  opportunities  for  acquiring 
patience  or  patients.  Of  course,  in 
Alberta  we  have  the  Alberta  Govern- 
ment Telephones  which  can  be  just  as 
useful  or  exasperating  as  the  Bell 
variety.  It  is  not  so  much  the  telephone 
as  the  strange  voices  that  come  over 
the  wires.  For  instance,  I  admit  a 
little  baby  and  ten  minutes  later,  while 
the  nurse  is  still  getting  the  patient  to 
bed  and  I  am  still  typing  the  necessary 
documents  covering  the  admission, 
with  Form  520  still  incomplete,  the 
telephone  rings.  I  answer,  "Hospital". 
A  voice  says,  "How  is  my  baby?"  And 
I  say,  "Who  is  your  baby?"  "But  I  just 
brought  my  baby  in"  says  the  voice.  So 
I  explain  to  the  voice  that  it  will  be  a 
while  before  there  can  possibly  be 
any  change  in  the  baby's  condition. 

Now  there's  the  phone  again.  This 
time  I  hear,  "Will  you  please  deposit 
thirty-five  cents".  Then  a  male  voice 
says,  "Just  a  minute  till  I  find  it".  After 
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Sister  Tunney  and  a  Young  Patient 


some  scrounging  around  in  a  pants 
pocket  I  can  hear  the  jingle  of  the 
coins  as  they  fall  into  the  slot.  "Can 
I  speak  to  Mary  Buckteeth?"  (Mary 
Buckteeth  has  just  been  brought  in 
with  a  broken  leg.)  So  I  tell  this  voice 
that  Mary  cannot  come  to  the  phone 
but  would  he  like  to  leave  a  message 
for  her.  Again  the  voice,  "Oh  no,  I 
just  wanted  to  ask  her  how  she  is". 

Of  course,  hospital  life  has  its  more 
pleasant  moments  too.  Often  enough 
when  the  children  are  allowed  out  of 
bed  they  find  their  way  to  the  office 
where  they  are  quite  interested  in  the 
typewriter  and  adding  machine.  Some 
are  not  strangers  to  the  typewriter. 

THINGS  THAT  YOU  THINK  YOU  ARE. 


One  little  boy  told  us,  "My  father 
writes  letters  to  Blue  Henry  on  his 
typewriter.  (We  interpret  "Blue  Henry" 
to  be  "Blowey  Henry",  an  Edmonton 
firm).  Then  there  was  the  little  boy 
who  thought  Sister  Guest  was  a  nurse. 
When  Sister  explained  that  the  nurses 
wore  white  aprons  he  asked  her  if  she 
could  cook.  Sister  admitted  that  she 
did  not  cook  either.  Looking  up  at 
Sister  solemnly  the  little  lad  asked, 
"Then  what  are  you  hanging  around 
a  hospital  for?".  One  of  our  very  re- 
cent toddlers  told  about  his  sister  who 
had  a  fall  and  confusion  set  in.  So  be- 
fore confusion  sets  in  I  close,  wishing 
one  and  all  a  happy,  happy  Easter. 
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MARIS  STELLA 


Mary,  beautiful  and  bright, 

Velut  Maris  Stella, 
Brighter  than  the  morning  light, 

Parens  et  Puella, 
I  cry  to  thee,  look  down  on  me; 
Lady,  pray  thy  Son  for  me, 

Tarn  pia, 
That  thy  child  may  come  to  thee, 

Maria. 

Sad  the  earth  was  and  forlorn, 

Eva  peccatrice, 
Until  Christ  our  Lord  was  born 

De  te  Genitrice: 
Gabriel's  "Ave"  chased  away 
Darksome  night,  and  brought  the  day, 

Salutis; 

Thou  the  Fount  whence  waters  play, 
Virtutis. 

In  care  thou  counsellest  the  best, 

Felix  fecundata; 
To  the  weary  thou  art  rest, 

Mater  honorata; 
Plead  in  thy  love  to  Him  who  gave 
His  precious  Blood  the  world  to  save 

In  cruce, 

That  we  our  home  with  Him  may  have 
In  luce. 


Augusta  T.  Drane 


Sleep  I  have  lost 


Sister  Agnes  Sheehan 


It  happened  in  Montreal  a  few  years 
ago.  Do  you  get  the  melody?  (It  hap- 
pened in  Monterey),  or  to  paraphrase 
— sleep  I  have  lost!  As  I  hop  into  bed 
here  in  Winnipeg — on  time — and  with 
the  expectation  born  of  a  year's  exper- 
ience of  a  noctem  quietam,  I  recall 
some  of  those  "shorter"  nights. 

There  are  many  and  varied  inter- 
ruptions to  one's  night's  repose  in  a 
Residential  Club  in  any  city.  These 
incidents  are  just  part  of  one's  daily — 
or  nightly — life  and  are  soon  shrugged 
off  and  forgotten.  But  when  one  gets  a 
blitz  of  it — well,  the  memory  lingers 
on!  One  such  triduum,  if  I  may  bor- 
row from  ecclesiastical  nomenclature, 
remains  with  me. 

Night  No.  1:  2:30  a.m.  Just  routine. 
One  of  our  girls  who  lived  in  the  Town 
of  Mount  Royal  had  her  purse  snatch- 
ed with  her  room  key,  and  couldn't  go 
home.  Could  she  see  a  Sister  and  ar- 
range to  spend  the  night  at  1923? 
Apparently  I  didn't  look  very  "sisterly" 
to  her  in  my  grey  dressing  gown.  She 
was  finally  convinced  that  it  was  quite 
proper  for  this  person  (me)  to  admit 
her  and  see  her  settled  for  what  was 
left  of  the  night.  Back  to  bed. 

4  a-m.  Dreaming  of  Niagara  Falls — 
listen,  that's  no  dream,  there's  water 
pouring  down  somewhere!  Several  of 


us  scurried  out  to  find  second  floor 
bathroom  inches  deep  in  water.  The 
pantry  directly  below  was  receiving  its 
share  right  through  the  ceiling  and 
passing  it  along  to  the  laundry  next 
floor  below  that. 

One  alert  S.O.S.  ran  down  and  turn- 
ed the  water  off.  That  was  better — it 
gave  us  a  chance  to  get  the  mess  clean- 
ed up  and  get  back  to  bed  before  the 
rising  bell  rang. 

The  girls,  with  one  exception,  slept 
through  the  whole  performance,  which 
was  just  as  well  since  it  was  no  fashion 
show.  What  a  beguiling  mop  and  buck- 
et brigade  we  made,  though  the  first 
step  in  the  process  was  to  use  dust  pans 
and  follow  up  with  the  mops.  Just  as 
well  the  girls  slept  for  another  reason 
— because  the  lone  exception  ran  in- 
terference by  unlocking  and  opening 
the  doors  on  all  three  floors — which 
didn't  help  since  we  couldn't  just 
shovel  the  stuff  out  of  doors. 

Night  No.  2:  Our  regular  fireman 
was  away  and  "Murphy"  was  keeping 
the  home  fires  burning. 

4  a.m.  doorbell:  The  same  un-SOS 
grey-clad  figure  (me)  answered  the 
summons  but  was  recognized  immedi- 
ately by  a  very  distraught  Murphy. 
"Sister,  Sister  ..."  his  brogue  was  bad 
enough  at  best;  under  stress  he  was 
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incoherent,  "...  the  boiler  room  is 
full  of  steam,  the  hot  water  tank  is 
going  to  explode."  (This  is  a  trans- 
lation, you  understand.)  Sister  didn't 
rally  to  Murphy's  mood  of  urgency. 
She  soothed  him  by  saying  the  escape 
valve  would  handle  the  steam,  she 
would  phone  the  plumber  and  he  was 
not  to  worry. 

The  implications  didn't  hit  home 
until  she  laid  a  weary  head  back  on 
the  pillow.  What  if  the  place  did  blow 
up — how  dared  she  calmly  assure  the 
man  it  would  be  all  right?  "Dear  Lord, 
I'm  so  weary,  will  You  take  care  of  it 
please?"  And  sure  enough,  in  the 
morning  the  boiler  room  and  the  rest 
of  the  building  were  still  standing, 
and  we  managed  to  persuade  Murphy 
not  to  fire  so  heavily  in  the  wee  hours. 

Night  No.  3  —  3:30  a.m.  What 
strange  knocking,  certainly  not  a  hand, 
though  its  on  the  glass  panel,  not  the 
wood.  Oh  well,  it  sounds  urgent  so 
better  get  up  and  see  what  it  is  this 
time.  Struggling  to  tie  a  dressing  gown 
and  get  both  eyes  open  was  no  small 
task — but  the  vision  that  awaited  us, 
for  we  were  all  wakened,  had  the  effect 
of  a  dash  of  cold  water.  Two  girls 
armed  with  golf  clubs  (so  that's  what 
made  such  an  odd  sound)  said,  "Sis- 
ter, the  police  are  here."  "The  what! 


where!"  Two  uniformed  men  appeared 
at  the  turn  of  the  stairs,  looking  slight- 
ly apologetic — yes,  they  had  been  call- 
ed ..  .  Slowly  we  pieced  it  together. 
The  girls  thought  they  saw  a  man  in 
the  house.  Instead  of  telling  the  Sisters 
they  called  the  police,  armed  them- 
selves with  the  aforementioned  golf 
clubs  and  waited  at  the  front  door  to 
admit  the  guardians  of  the  law — then 
they  called  the  Sisters. 

The  first  two  of  us  to  appear  formed 
a  welcoming(?)  committee  and  con- 
sidered the  matter.  We  were  sure  no 
man  could  get  in  our  house  once  we 
locked  it  for  the  night  and  said  so. 
Well,  since  the  police  were  here, 
could  they  look  around,  just  in  case. 
Ah!  The  defenders  of  the  law,  brave 
protectors  of  women;  they  wished  to 
be  sure  all  was  well  in  this  man-less 
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establishment  of  ours!  Sister  took  one 
policeman  and  began  her  tour  of  the 
west  side;  the  other  came  with  me  to 
"do"  the  east  side,  thus  leaving  the 
varmint  no  chance  to  escape. 

The  men  had  flashlights  and,  of 
course,  were  armed.  As  we  approached 
the  first  bedroom  my  man  said,  rather 
sheepishly,  "Maybe  you'd  better  go 
first,  Sister.  If  the  girls  waken  and 
see  me  they'll  get  a  real  scare."  So 
Sister  led  the  way  through  rooms,  cup- 
boards, halls  et  cetera,  it  really  was 
a  "ladies  first"  procession.  As  we  pro- 
gressed I  heard  the  guardian  mutter, 
"  .  .  .  queer  to  let  a  woman  go  first,  if 
there  really  is  danger  .  .  .  but,  what 
else  can  a  fellow  do?"  Obviously, 
these  all-female  establishments  were 
slightly  unnerving  to  him. 

Our  two  search  parties  reconvened, 
the  police  completely  convinced  that 
no  man  could  get  into  the  house. 
(Really,  how  obtuse;  we'd  told  them 
that  in  the  beginning,  but  they're  men.) 


They  concluded  that  our  theory,  that 
the  girls  had  seen  another  girl  and 
imagined  that  it  was  a  man,  was  cor- 
rect. Sister's  companion  turned  to  her 
solicitously:  "What  time  do  you  have 
to  get  up  in  the  morning?"  She  replied 
that  5:20  was  our  hour.  "Say,  you'd 
better  hurry  to  bed,  its  4:30  now." 

As  we  moved  to  the  front  door  to 
see  them  out,  not  having  the  hospitality 
to  serve  tea,  we  found  that  our  jittery 
girls  had  left  that  door  unlocked  after 
admitting  the  police,  so,  if  there  was 
no  man  in  the  house,  it  really  was  not 
their  fault.  Anyone  could  have  walked 
in  during  our  hour's  tour  of  the 
premises, 

P.S.  There  is  an  understanding  in 
our  Club  now.  Call  the  Sisters  FIRST. 
So,  I  hop  into  bed  here  in  Winnipeg, 
storing  up  nights  of  undisturbed  slum- 
ber in  case  I'm  missioned  back  to 
Montreal  and  its  "night"  life.  How 
about  that  possibility?  I'd  love  it,  of 
course. 


A  NECK  IS  SOMETHING  WHICH  IF  YOU  DON'T 
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South  of  the  Border 


This  is  the  way  we  spend  our  weeks 


We  begin  the  week  well  with  Sunday 
classes  at  Argusville,  a  mission  of  St. 
Mary's  Cathedral,  Fargo.  Between 
breakfast  and  the  time  Monsignor  Ar- 
rell  or  Father  Sinner  calls  for  us,  we 
busy  ourselves  with  a  review  of  the 
day's  lesson 

During  Mass  in  Argusville  there  is 
congregational  singing  of  the  Ordinary 
of  the  Mass.  It  seems  like  one  big 
family  worshipping  God  with  even  the 
babies  participating.  After  Mass  there 
is  time  for  breakfast  and  then  Cate- 
chism for  an  hour. 

On  Wednesdays,  from  October  un- 
til Christmas  and  from  Ash  Wednesday 
until  May,  four  sisters  teach  Catechism 
for  an  hour  and  a  quarter  at  Oriska, 
where  Father  Cormier  is  pastor.  After 
the  Catechism  lesson  there  is  Mass  and 
the  children  recite  appropriate  prayers 
during  the  Mass. 

On  the  other  days  of  the  week  when 
prayers  are  said,  when  Sister  Laund- 
ress and  Sister  Cook  have  finished  their 
tasks,  when  laundry  has  been  washed 
snowy-white,  ironed  and  neatly  piled 
back  on  linen  shelves,  when  meals  with 
enough  vitamins  for  proper  nourish- 
ment and  without  too  many  calories 
(for  some  of  us)  have  been  prepared, 
when  the  many  little  chores  that  go 
into  good  housekeeping  have  been 


completed,  we  settle  at  our  desks  to 
keep  in  touch  with  our  pupils  by  mail. 

There  is  filing,  sorting  and  correct- 
ing and,  when  new  lessons  are  needed, 
mimeographing  to  be  done.  There  are 
the  dozens  of  small  extra  things  which 
keep  our  pupils  happy:  repairing  a 
torn  lesson;  (Mother  tells  us  in  a  note 
that  Baby  has  torn  Mary  Anne's  nicely 
coloured  and  neatly  printed  lesson); 
answering  Diane's  note  which  tells  us, 
in  detail,  all  about  her  pet  kitten; 
sending  Christine  a  certificate  for  the 
course  she  has  completed;  advising 
John  about  pamphlets  which  will  prove 
helpful  to  him.  All  these  little  things 
keep  us  busy  and,  I  should  add,  happy. 

The  reward  is  great  even  here  on 
earth.  It  comes  in  the  news  that  a 
former  Correspondence-Course  pupil 
has  entered  Carmel.  It  comes  in  the 
meetings  with  priests,  sisters  and 
brothers  who  learned  their  catechism 
from  us  through  the  mail.  It  comes 
with  the  requests,  from  other  former 
pupils,  for  catechism  lessons  for  their 
own  little  ones.  May  the  dear  God  bless 
all  our  pupils  and  grant  us  the  grace  to 
instruct  them  well  for  "they  who  in- 
struct others  to  justice  will  shine  as 
stars  for  all  eternity." 

Sister  M.  Harding 


STICK  OUT  YOU  WONT  GET  IN  TROUBLE  UP  TO. 
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Telegram   and  Letter 


PLEASE  MEET  OCEAN  LIMITED  AND  HOLD  MARY  X 
UNTIL  FURTHER  DIRECTIONS" 


This  telegram  was  received  by  Sister 
Superior  in  one  of  our  Residential 
Clubs  from  an  SOS  social  worker  in 
Western  Canada.  The  train  was  met 
and  we  found  a  teary-eyed  young  girl. 
She  was  brought  to  the  Club  and  made 
to  feel  at  home  by  the  Sisters  but 
principally  by  the  other  girls  who  had 
already  gone  through  this  transition 
period  —  "away  from  home  and  on 
their  own  for  the  first  time." 

A  few  days  later  we  received  the 
following  information  about  Mary:  On 
the  death  of  her  mother  in  Europe 
Mary  was  sent  to  live  with  her  aunt 
in  Western  Canada.  However  their  per- 
sonalities clashed  with  resulting  fre- 
quent disputes.  During  one  of  these, 
the  aunt  decided  that  Mary  must  return 
to  Europe,  so  she  placed  her  on  the 
train  for  Halifax  where  she  was  to 
take  the  ocean  liner.  A  friend  of 
Mary  on  hearing  what  had  happened 
contacted  the  social  worker  and  ex- 
plained that  Mary  really  had  no  home 
and  that  she  was  sure  the  girl,  if  given 
a  chance,  would  adjust  well  in  Canada. 


Hence  the  telegram. 

After  some  counselling  we  found 
that  Mary  dreaded  the  prospect  of  re- 
turning to  Europe  and  was  most 
anxious  to  remain  in  Canada.  Being 
young  she  was  very  shy  at  first  and 
would  sit  by  herself  watching  others 
enjoy  themselves.  Gradually,  through 
the  kindness  of  the  other  girls  and  the 
help  of  the  Sisters,  she  gained  self- 
confidence  and  began  to  take  part  in 
activities,  to  enjoy  the  company  of 
others  and  to  contribute  her  share 
socially. 

Mary  soon  found  suitable  work.  She 
has  responded  excellently  to  all  the 
opportunities  given  her.  In  a  short 
space  of  time  she  has  developed  into 
a  capable,  responsible,  likeable  young 
lady  gainfully  employed.  She  has 
shown  her  gratitude  in  many  ways  and 
wherever  she  may  live  she  will  always 
consider  the  Club  her  second  home. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  Residential 
Clubs  are  for  girls  like  Mary  or  any 
girls  who  want  and  need  a  "Home 
away  from  Home." 


WE  OUGHT  TO  PAY  MORE  ATTENTION  TO  THE  FUTURE  THAN  TO  THE 
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to  Halifax 


Loria,  May  15,  1958 

Sisters  Rev. 

I  know  what  you  are  thinking:  Romano  have  forgot  us:  no,  never 
I  will  do  that. 

Romano  send  to  You  these  few  pieces  of  sheet  which  the  Holy 
Father  today  Saint  Pio  X  did  sleep  over  and  I  hope  those  give  to  You  a  good 
protection. 

By  Your  kind  heart  You  will  remember  as  all  Italian  people  with 
an  Holy  Mary  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  which  on  May  25  take  place  the  politic 
election. 

Please  excuse  my  mistake  and  you  give  my  greeting  to  the  Italian 
people  which  know  me:  Lambolin,  Ilo,  Luigi,  Maria,  ecc.  ecc.  I  hope  for  you  the 
best.  I  remember  you  and,  you  remember  me  to  God  please. 

From  who  cannot  forget  you, 


Romano. 


The  above  letter  was  received  by  the  Sisters  in  our  Halifax  mission. 
It  was  written  by  an  Italian  who  had  returned  to  his  homeland. 
While  in  Halifax,  Romano  was  the  faithful  acolyte  at  every 
Benediction  in  our  chapel;  his  rich  Italian  voice  was  strong  and  true 
in  the  congregational  singing  of  the  beautiful  Benediction  hymns. 
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Be  of  all  my  friends  the  best  and  dearest, 
O  my  Counsellor,  sincere  and  true. 

Let  thy  Voice  sound  always  first  and  clearest. 
Mother,  tell  me,  what  am  I  to  do. 


7^  Jloveliett  TVond 


Little  Guy  de  Fontgalland,  known  as  the  "Angel  of  the 
Eucharist",  said  to  his  mother  one  day,  shortly  after  his  First 
Communion,  "The  loveliest  word  that  one  can  say  to  God 
is  'Yes'." 

How  many  young  people  are  being  called  by  Our  Lord 
today  to  a  higher  life — to  a  life  of  service  in  the  Mission  Field! 
He  anxiously  waits  for  them  to  say,  "Yes".  So  much  depends  on 
this  decision.  The  Church  will  advance  her  line  of  battle,  souls 
will  be  saved — if  these  young  men  and  women  have  the  courage 
to  answer  "Yes"  to  their  Master's  invitation. 

From  across  the  broad  expanses  of  Western  Canada,  from 
the  Home  Mission  Field  of  the  United  States,  the  voice  of  our 
dear  Saviour  comes  today.  Is  He  begging  you  to  come  and 
give  the  service  of  your  life  to  the  cause  of  Mother  Church  .  .  . 
is  your  answer  "Yes"? 


Dear  Sisters: 

I  would  like  to  hear  more  about  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  I 
understand  that  this  does  not  bind  me  in  any  way. 


G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  in  A  Call  to  Service 


SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 


2  WELLESLEY  PLACE,  TORONTO  5,  ONT. 


Name 


Age 


Street 


City 


Zone 


Province 


From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D 


FROM  THE  LITTLE  ONES 

Thank  you  very  much  for  your  certificate, 
i  will  work  hard  on  all  my  new  lessons  in 
the  Jesus  and  i  book,  i  like  to  learn  more 
about  God.  grateful, 

Claire 

I  am  not  able  to  send  the  last  lesson 
because  our  house  burned  down.  Every- 
thing burned  in  it.  All  our  cloths  my  nice 
rosary  and  prayer  books  all,  burned.  We  was 
at  school  when  the  house  was  burning,  my 
four  year  old  little  brother  nearly  burned 
in  it  so  if  you  could  please  send  the  lesson 
again  I  thank  you 

Larry 

I  have  sent  you  $1.00  for  your  trouble 
over  one  in  giving  me  these  smal  books. 
I  have  made  a  cover  and  when  I  get  all 
the  books  I  will  have  a  big  book  of  the  life 
of  Jesus.  From, 

Marie 

I  do  my  catechism  right  away.  When  I 
get  it.  I  read  it  first  5  times.  Do  you  think 
I  do  good  in  my  catechism? 

James 

1  like  my  lessons  I  say  my  pray  every 
night  and  morning  And  I  like  school  And 
Tm  going  to  be  a  prist.  And  I  have  two 
brothers  and  5  sisters  two  of  them  went 
to  heaven  one  brother  and  one  sister. 

Gerald 

I  study  hard  and  read  it  5  times.  I  help 


My  mother  I  wash  dishes.  I  help  My  daddy 
to.  I  like  the  lessons.  My  brother  Earl 
can't  wait  till  Catechism  starts.  I  like 
catechism  very  much.  I  pray  very  often.  I 
have  a  brother  his  name  is  Mikey.  He  is 
4  years  old.  He  is  to  little  to  go  to  cate- 
chism. I  will  write  soon.  Love 

Sandra 

How  are  you?  I  am  fine.  I  say  my 
prayers  every  night  and  every  morning. 
School  is  fun.  I  love  school.  I  wath  to  be 
a  sister.  I  love  you  sisters  to.  Do  you  wath 
to  come  to  the  school  to  the  Christmas 
porames  it  is  on  Dec.  18.  Love, 

Margaret 

I  do  not  say  my  prayers  in  the  morning 
but  I  say  lots  of  prayers  at  night.  I  will  ask 
Mother  to  help  me  remember  to  say  my 
prayers  in  the  morning.  I  was  going  to 
write  but  then  I  didn't  have  the  time.  We 
had  to  send  it  back  so  fast.  We  just  about 
didn't  get  our  work  done.  Robin  likes  her 
work.  John  likes  his  work  a  little  bit.  But 
I  love  my  work.  Your  frieund, 

Linda  Sue 

FROM  THE  NEARLY-GROWN-UP 

I  would  like  to  thank  you  for  sending  me 
such  good  lessons.  I  sure  appreciated  them. 
And  they  helped  me  a  lot.  Now  I  am  going 
to  Catechism  and  I  am  supposed  to  make 
by  Confirmation.  They  built  a  new  Post 
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Office  here  so  now  our  box  is  changed  to 
Box  154.  Yours  very  truly, 

Miss  Marlene 
1  feel  so  ashamed  to  say  this  but  I  had 
lost  my  lesson  and  I  found  it  now.  I  don't 
want  to  stop  taking  the  lessons  because  I 
love  to  do  them  very  much  and  still  would 
like  to  continue.  I  also  would  like  to  tell 
you  that  I'm  sorry  because  I  didn't  let  you 
know  sooner.  There  was  so  much  work  to 
do  in  the  fields  that  time  and  picking  rocks. 
If  you  Sisters  will  be  coming  to  our  church 
I  hope  I  will  meet  you  and  sure  will  be 
glad  to  see  you  too. 

Marie 

We  moved  out  to  the  farm  12  miles  from 
the  city-limits  of  Calgary.  Dear  Sisters  I 
would  like  to  have  the  Catholic  lessons  that 
you  sent  me  before  please  because  there  is 
no  Sunday  School  at  the  Catholic  Church 
we  go  to  and  also  I  go  to  a  public  school 
where  we  do  not  have  catecisium.  Yours 
truly, 

Renate 

I  thought  I  would  sit  down  and  drop  you 
a  few  lines  to  let  yous  know  that  the  last 
time  I  got  my  lessons  was  in  March  and 
I  sent  them  ones  back  and  yous  said  they 
got  there  on  March  28th.  I  was  going  to 
write  long  time  ago  but  I  never  had  time 
to  write  before  till  I  just  got  done  my 
chores  and  I  thought  l  would  write  to  yous 
so  yous  would  no  what  happened  to  my 
lessons  when  I  got  that  letter  in  June 
from  yous  I  thought  I  would  answer  it  well 
I  guess  i  better  close.  Good-bye. 

Jerome  Edward 

I  am  sorry  that  I  have  not  sent  my 
lessons  in  but  I  mislaid  them.  I  would  not 
mind  at  all  if  you  had  planned  to  send  me 
the  lessons  I  missed  as  I  would  like  to  get 
my  certificate. 

I,  a  faithful  received  of  the  Religious 
Correspondence  sent  out  by  you,  a  worthy 
organization,  feel  I  must  cease  to  receive 
them  because  of  the  Grade  I  am  taking. 
(Grade  IX).  There  is  very  much  homework 
connected  with  this  grade  and  time  is  very 
scarce. 

I  would  like  to  thank  you  very  greatly 
for  the  good  work  you  have  done  in  the 
past.  I  feel  I  have  gained  much  knowledge 
of  the  Holy  Catholic  Religion  through  the 
lessons  provided  by  you.  I  will,  miss  these 
but  will  do  what  the  Church  wants  us,  (its' 


family  and  sons),  to  do.  Keep  up  the  good 
work.  I  will  encourage  others  of  the  Holy 
Catholic  faith  to  take  interests  in  your 
work  of  the  future.  God  bless  All  of  You. 
Yours  sincerely, 

Ellen* 

*Ellen's  lesson's  were  among  the  rest  of 
the  children's  next  time  they  came  in. 

Got  your  letter  and  was  glad  to  hear 
from  you  I  sure  was  wondern  all  the  time 
how  come  we  dont  get  our  lessons  any  more 
we  thought  we  had  sent  them  out  then  when 
we  got  your  letter  we  looked  around  here 
we  had  them  all  ready  but  not  sent  them 
away  so  place  sent  all  them  that  we  are  be 
hind  we  will  presiate  it  very  much  wishing 
you  the  bast  of  luck  and  may  God  bless 
you  all  the  time 

Joseph 

Woud  you  kindly  send  my  cousin  the 
same  kind  of  catechism  lessons  which  I 
have  been  receiving  and  the  booklet  called 
"Jesus  and  I",  as  she  lives  in  the  country 
and  far  away  from  a  church  and  I  want  her 
to  know  more  about  God.  I'd  be  very 
happy  if  you  would  do  this  for  her.  Your 
pupil,  in  Christ, 

Delores 

I  thought  it  was  about  time  I  dropped 
you  a  line  and  told  you  how  grateful  I  am 
that  I  am  receiving  your  lessons.  For  every- 
thing seems  to  be  clearer.  I  am  sorry  that 
I  didn't  finish  this  book  last  year.  This 
year  I  will  just  try  a  bit  harder.  God  bless 
you  all  and  thank  you  again  for  sending  me 
these  wonderful  lessons.  Love, 

Leona 

I  thank  you  for  the  valuable  lessons  you 
are  sending  me.  I  find  that  the  lessons  are 
of  considerable  value  in  helping  me  know 
more  about  our  Catholic  faith  and  in  under- 
standing our  purpose  in  life — to  do  God's 
Holy  Will  even  when  it  isn't  easy. 

I  am  sorry  for  being  slow  in  returning 
my  lessons.  Would  it  be  possible  and  con- 
venient for  you  to  send  two  or  more  lessons 
at  a  time?  Usually  the  best  I  can  do  is  to 
return  the  lessons  on  an  average  of  once  in 
three  weeks  due  to  our  once-a-week  drive 
for  mail.  Or  would  you  think  it  better  to 
stop  lessons?  However,  I  think  I  am  not 
very  far  from  completing  the  Christian 
Doctrine  course. 

Sincerely  yours, 
John 


IF  YOU  INTEND  TO  SAY  WHAT  YOU  THINK. 
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Perpetual  Help 
Mission  Club 


Each  month  I  receive  letters  from 
widely  separated  places.  It  is  always  a 
pleasure  to  hear  from  the  Mission 
Club  members,  to  be  kept  up-to-date 
on  their  doings.  It's  really  a  lot  of  fun 
to  have  so  many  pen  pals.  Which  gives 
me  an  idea — if  any  of  you  would  like 
to  have  pen  pals  from  among  the  Mis- 
sion Club  members,  just  send  me  your 
names. 

Several  of  you  have  won  a  year's 
subscription  to  The  Field  at  Home  for 
sending  me  your  letter  and  a  picture. 
Unfortunately,  there  is  not  room  to 
print  all  the  letters,  but  here  are  two 
which  I  think  you  will  enjoy. 
Dear  Sister  Zink: 

I  have  been  meaning  to  write  to  you 
for  a  long  time,  but  being  busy  with 
home-work,  I  just  did  not  get  around 
to  it.  I  go  to  Creston  High  School 
which  is  7  miles  from  here.  I  get  up  at 
6:30  every  morning  and  leave  for 
school  about  6:40.  I  go  to  church  every 


Sunday  in  Creston  too,  though  we  do 
have  a  little  church  down  here.  At 
Christmas  we  had  a  nice  surprise — 
we  had  our  first  Midnight  Mass  down 
here  and  I  got  to  sing  in  the  choir. 
I  had  a  very  nice  Christmas  with  my 
parents,  four  sisters  and  one  brother. 
For  Christmas  I  got  a  shell-craft  set. 
I  have  made  two  pairs  of  ear-rings  and 
a  brooch.  I  have  sold  one  pair  of  ear- 
rings and  I  hope  to  sell  the  other 
things. 

When  I  finish  school  I  may  become 
a  sister;  I  would  love  to  go  to  Africa. 
I  have  three  great-aunts  and  two  aunts 
who  are  all  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  Three 
are  teachers  and  the  other  two  are 
nurses.  I  think  I  would  like  to  teach. 

I  like  school  and  I  am  always  doing 
funny  things,  but  the  funniest  thing 
happened  when  I  was  in  Grade  six. 
Our  class  was  being  moved  into  an- 
other room  so  we  were  out  playing.  My 
girl  friend  and  I  were  swinging.  I  was 
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quite  high  on  my  swing  when  the  lunch 
bell  rang.  Everyone  ran  to  be  dis- 
missed. I  dragged  my  feet  to  slow 
down,  then  jumped  off  and — rip!  My 
skirt  was  on  the  swing  and  I  was  in  my 
slip.  My  girl  friend  wasn't  too  far 
away  so  I  called  her.  We  both  laughed 
until  we  cried,  but  finally  we  decided 
to  go  to  her  home  where  I  borrowed  a 
skirt,  had  lunch  and  returned  to  school 
to  put  my  own  skirt,  which  was  badly 
ripped,  in  the  waste  paper  basket. 

I  have  many  hobbies  but  they  all 
centre  around  art.  I  like  drawing.  Last 
October  I  was  chosen  to  paint  on  the 
Co-op.  windows.  Nineteen  others  were 
chosen  too.  We  were  to  paint  a 
Hallowe'en  scene.  Mine  was  a  witch  in 
a  sack  dress  putting  on  lipstick.  I  won 
the  second  prize — $7.50. 

I  must  go  now,  Sister,  but  I  will 
write  soon  again.  With  love, 

Lorraine  Jones 

Wynndel,  B.C. 

Dear  Sister  Zink: 

I  have  been  receiving  your  letters 
for  a  long  time  and  I  think  they  are 
interesting  as  well  as  educational.  I 


look  forward  to  the  letters  from  month 
to  month  and  to  the  information  they 
give  me  about  the  work  the  Sisters  of 
Service  are  doing.  It  is  such  great  work 
that  I  think  more  people  should  know 
about  it.  You  would  be  surprised  to 
know  how  many  of  my  Catholic  friends 
have  never  heard  of  your  Order.  I 
tell  them  as  much  as  I  can  about  your 
work  and  let  them  read  my  letters.  I 
have  saved  all  your  letters,  Sister,  for 
I  appreciate  them  very  much  and 
sometimes  I  like  to  read  them  over. 
They  are  helping  me  to  decide  my 
vocation  as  I  am  sure  they  are  helping 
many  others.  Every  night  I  pray  to 
know  what  God  wants  me  to  do.  This 
world  holds  many  allurements  but  the 
greatest  choice  one  could  make  would 
be  to  enter  a  religious  order.  All  I  can 
say  is  that  if  God  does  me  the  honour 
of  calling  me  to  the  religious  life  I 
will  certainly  choose  the  beloved  Sis- 
ters of  Service. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Margaret  Cajka 

Montreal,  Quebec 

Between  now  and  the  next  issue  of 
The  Field  at  Home,  most  of  you  will 
be  faced  with  exams.  It  would  be  a 
wonderful  thing  if  you  could  remember 
to  offer  some  of  the  extra  study,  some 
of  the  worry  over  the  results,  for  the 
Missions.  Get  into  the  habit  of  thinking 
as  a  missionary — gather  up  all  the 
small  sacrifices  you  possibly  can  and 
offer  them  for  souls  and  for  the  mis- 
sioners,  at  home  and  abroad,  who  are 
working  for  souls.  Only  in  Heaven 
will  you  know  how  much  good  you 
have  done  in  this  way.  So  try  it,  won't 
you?  Bye  now,  happy  Easter  and  God 
love  you. 
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Our  Lady  of  Mercy  Mission 
Sinclair  Mills,  B.C. 


Vancouver:  When  the  new  chapel 
was  ready  for  use  the  Sisters  gladly 
sent  the  furnishings  of  the  old  chapel 
to  Reverend  Father  De  Keyzer,  O.M.I, 
for  his  little  mission  of  Our  Lady  of 
Mercy  at  Sinclair  Mills,  B.C.  Father 
wrote:  "Thank  you  again  for  your 
altar  and  all  the  things  with  it.  You 
can  see  that  it  is  now  in  holy  use  in 
this  mission  church  which  was  blessed 
by  His  Excellency  Bishop  O'Grady  on 
October  26,  1958." 


Edmonton:  Sister  Moriarity  writes: 
'The  Feast  of  the  Purification  was 


ushered  in  by  a  chinook.  The  ther- 
mometer having  registered  thirty  below 
zero  for  some  weeks  it  was  pleasant  to 
see  and  also  to  feel  thirty  and  even 
fifty  above  zero  temperature.  As  this  is 
my  third  winter  in  Edmonton  the 
balmy,  spring-like  air  of  a  chinook  is 
not  new  to  me,  but  to  Sister  Denis  the 
experience  was  surely  a  thrill. 

In  the  absence  of  our  chaplain  Rev- 
erend Father  Duffy,  we  were  pleased 
to  have  Reverend  Father  Holland,  a 
former  chaplain  of  the  Club,  celebrate 
Holy  Mass  on  the  Feast  Day.  While 
the  choir  sang  "Come  Spouse  of  Christ, 
Sister  Denis  and  I,  in  turn,  went  to  the 
Communion  rail  to  publicly  renew  our 
Holy  Vows.  This  is  the  first  time  Sister 
Denis  and  I  have  been  together  since 
the  day  of  our  First  Profession.  It  is 
the  last  step  toward  our  Perpetual 
pledge  for  which  we  are  prayerfully 
waiting. 


Halifax:  From  Halifax  Sister  Duffley 
sent  glad  tidings  about  a  former  cat- 
echism pupil  in  St.  John's,  New- 
foundland. The  child,  a  cripple  from 
birth,  after  a  long,  long  session  in 
hospital  and  several  operations,  now 
has  hope  that  he  may  one  day  walk. 
Another  marvel  of  modern  surgery! 
We  join  our  prayers  of  gratitude  to 
those  of  Billy  and  his  mother. 
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Edson:  The  Edson  Branch  of  the 
Canadian  Legion  recently  presented 
St.  John's  Hospital  with  a  Hoyer  Pat- 
ient Lifter. 

The  tubular  steel  apparatus  is  on 
rubber  casters,  can  be  wheeled  any- 
where and  can  be  taken  apart  for 
storage.  The  patient  is  lowered  into  a 
seat  made  of  strong  nylon,  which  at- 
taches by  hooks  onto  the  hoist.  With 
the  aid  of  a  hydraulic  lift,  the  patient 
can  then  be  moved.  The  hooks  also 
attach  to  a  light  portable  stretcher,  so 
that  a  patient  in  the  prone  position 
can  be  lifted,  gently  and  easily,  from 
the  bed  to  the  operating  table  or  vice 
versa. 

The  presentation  was  made  to  Sister 
Reansbury,  Superior  of  St.  John's  Hos- 
pital, by  Mr.  Cliff  Jackson,  President 
and  Mr.  Jim  Ross,  1st  Vice-President 
of  the  Legion.  Doctors,  Sisters  and 
other  staff  members  are  very  much 
pleased  with  the  Lifter  which  elimin- 
ates the  necessity  of  lifting  and  eases 
back  strain. 

Toronto:  Sister  Zink  was  visiting  in 
a  home  recently  in  which  there  were 
several  young  children.  Sister  had  no 
difficulty  in  making  friends  with  the 
youngsters  with  the  exception  of  a  two- 
year-old  girl.  She  was  pleasant,  smiled 
and  waved  but  kept  at  a  safe  distance. 
One  lad,  draped  across  Sister's  knees, 
explained  it  thus:  "You  see"  said  he, 
with  a  fine  disregard  for  feelings,  "She 
is  afraid  of  old  people!" 


Sister  Kinch  at  the  new  stove 
in  Vilna 


Vilna:  The  old  order  changeth  .  .  . 
One  of  the  last  "relics"  to  disappear 
from  the  Vilna  scene  was  the  wood- 
burning  stove  in  the  kitchen.  Just  re- 
cently it  has  been  replaced  by  a  spank- 
ing new,  utterly  modern  propane  gas 
model.  No  longer  will  SOS  night  nurses 
in  Vilna  make  an  hourly  trip  down  to 
the  kitchen  to  check  the  fire;  no  longer, 
the  fire  forgotten  in  the  rush  of  busi- 
ness on  the  floor,  will  they  clutch  their 
heads  and  groan,  "O  my  sainted  aunt 
— the  fire!"  as  they  dash  madly  down- 
stairs to  stare  in  dismay  at  a  heap  of 
cold,  cold  ashes.  Ah  dear! 


PARKING  SPACE:  SOMETHING  YOU  SEE  WHEN  YOU  HAVEN'T  GOT  YOUR  CAR. 

APRIL   1959  PAGE  THIRTY-ONE 


An 

Irish  Blessing 


May  the  blessing  of  Light  be  on  you,  light  without 
and  light  within.  May  the  blessed  sunlight  shine  on  you  and 
warm  your  heart  till  it  glows  like  a  great  peat  fire,  so  that 
the  stranger  may  come  and  warm  himself  at  it,  and  also 
a  friend. 

And  may  the  light  shine  out  of  the  two  eyes  of  you,  like 
a  candle  set  in  two  windows  of  a  house,  bidding  the  wan- 
derer to  come  in  out  of  the  storm. 

And  may  the  blessing  of  the  Rain  be  on  you— the  soft 
sweet  rain.  May  it  fall  upon  your  spirit  so  that  all  the  little 
flowers  may  spring  up  and  shed  their  sweetness  on  the  air. 
And  may  the  blessing  of  the  Great  Rains  be  on  you,  may 
they  beat  upon  your  spirit  and  wash  it  fair  and  clean,  and 
leave  there  many  a  shining  pool  where  the  blue  of  heaven 
shines,  and  sometimes  a  star. 

And  may  the  blessing  of  the  Earth  be  on  you— the  great 
round  earth;  may  you  ever  have  a  kindly  greeting  for  them 
you  pass  as  you're  going  along  the  roads.  May  the  earth  be 
soft  under  you  when  you  rest  out  upon  it,  tired  at  the  end 
of  a  day,  and  may  it  rest  easy  over  you  when,  at  the  last,  you 
lay  out  under  it;  may  it  rest  so  lightly  over  you,  that  your 
soul  may  be  off,  and  on  its  way  to  God. 

And  now,  may  the  Lord  bless  you  all,  and  bless  you 
kindly. 

Cornelia  Rogers 


IF  YOU'RE  ANGRY  AFTER  THE  COUNT  OF  TEN,  DEMAND  A  RECOUNT. 
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WE  WISH  ON  A  WISHBONE 
OR  WISH  ON  A  STAR 

WE  WISH  THAT  OUR  FRIENDS 
WHEREVER  THEY  ARE - 

WILL  RENEW 
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Our  Cover:  Sister  Mary  Corke,  London,  Ontario  talks  about 
Our  Lady  to  little  Mariellen  Faust.  Sister  Corke  is  Superior 
of  our  Rycroft  mission. 


The  Sisters  of  Service  join  their  fellow  Catholics  in  extending 
a    cordial    welcome    to    His    Excellency ,  Most 
Reverend  Sebastiano  Baggio,  newly-appointed 
Apostolic  Delegate  to  Canada. 


Memo 

from  the 
Editor  s  desk 


May  the  Holy  Spirit,  we  beseech  Thee,  O  Lord,  kindle 
in  us  that  same  fire  which  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  sent 
down  upon  earth,  earnestly  desiring  that  it  should  burn 
mightily. 

Collect,  Ember  Saturday  after  Pentecost 

On  reading  the  Collect  for  Ember  Saturday  after  Pentecost  the  thought 
of  our  late,  well-loved  Father  Daly  came  to  mind.  How  mightily  there  burned 
in  him  the  fire  of  a  complete  dedication  to  God  and  the  Church.  This  whole- 
souled  dedication  had  as  many  facets  as  the  Church  has  problems  and  interests. 
In  no  way  was  Father  Daly  more  sensitively  attuned  to  the  mind  of  the  Church 
than  in  the  length  and  breadth  of  his  vision.  As  an  instance  of  this  "long  view" 
which  Father  Daly  practised,  and  constantly  advocated  as  a  prime  policy  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service,  we  are  reproducing  here  an  article  which  was  written  in  1921 
and  which  could  have  been  written  today. 


*       *  * 


God  grant  that,  through  the  prayers  of  our  Founders  and  of  our  Sisters 
who  have  served  and  are  now  with  God,  the  Holy  Spirit  may  enkindle  in  the 
hearts  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  that  mighty  fire  which  will  enable  them  to  forge 
ahead  with  the  adaptability  of  Holy  Mother  Church  in  the  service  of  God 
and  souls. 


BEAUTIFUL  YOUNG  PEOPLE  ARE  ACCIDENTS  OF  NATURE 
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Old  and  New 


"The  adaptability  of  the  Church  to  the  necessities  of  the  times  and  exigencies 
of  the  various  countries  in  her  eternal  pursuit  of  souls  is  one  of  the  most  inspir- 
ing and  thought-provoking  sights  of  history.  This  particular  feature  reveals 
the  powers  of  her  ever  renascent  vitality.  Is  not  life  after  all  but  an  adjustment 
to  environment?  This  biological  truism  proves  true  also  in  the  corporate  life 
of  the  Church  and  of  her  various  institutions.  The  principles  remain  the  same, 
but  their  application  necessarily  varies  with  the  circumstances  of  time  and 
country. 

This  fact  is  most  remarkable  in  the  development  and  creation  of  religious 
orders.  Passing  from  the  mystic  East  into  the  West,  religious  life  evolves  a 
cenobitical  type  more  in  touch  with  the  ideals  of  Western  civilization.  As  cen- 
turies go  by  Western  monasticism  witnesses  the  rise  of  new  orders  in  which 
active  life  has  the  preponderant  part.  Thus  in  the  great  army  of  Christ  the  sen- 
tinels change,  but  still  the  watch  goes  on. 

The  adjustment  to  environment  in  the  life  of  a  religious  order  is  without 
doubt  a  very  delicate  process.  The  lack  of  adaptation  to  new  conditions  through 
fear  of  departing  from  tradition  is  liable  to  break  its  contact  with  the  very 
world  it  is  called  to  save.  By  concentrating  its  energies  on  the  protection  of  the 
past  it  may  forget  the  future.  When  that  future  comes,  when  necessary  changes 
should  take  place,  those  energies  may  be  so  localized'  that  the  order  fails  to 
grasp  the  pressing  needs  of  the  hour — Institutionalism  has  narrowed  the  hori- 
zon. The  policy  of  government  or  action  is  so  enmeshed  in  the  past  that  it  has 
become  'conventional',  out  of  touch  with  surrounding  realities.  The  outlook  has 
become  retrospective. 

A  healthy  evolution  alone  will  save  an  order  from  what  we  would  term 
'self -consumption.'  Evolution,  it  is  true,  is  a  very  perilous  phase  in  the  history 
of  an  order.  For  the  orders  in  the  Church  are  like  the  oaks  in  the  forest.  Their 
past  is  the  strength  and  glory  of  their  future.  This  is  what  has  given  to  the  old 
orders  such  durability.  The  flexibility  and  broadness  of  their  rules  made  them 
more  pliable  to  conform  gradually  without  sacrifice  of  principles.  The  younger 
orders,  being  more  definite  in  their  purpose  of  existence  and  more  precise  in 
their  means  of  action,  lend  themselves  less  to  any  transformation. 

To  dissociate  the  essential  from  the  accessory,  to  accommodate  religious 
life  to  new  surroundings  and  yet  keep  the  primitive  and  directing  spirit  of  the 
Founder,  to  revaluate  the  drift  of  ideas  and  their  bearing  upon  life,  to  readjust 
policies,  this  is  a  task  reserved  only  to  great  saints,  to  master  minds.  This 
courageous  leadership  that  will  strip  the  realities  of  all  those  phosphorescent 
illusions  which  often  the  glamour  of  the  past  throws  around  them,  is  hard  to 
find.  It  requires  a  clear  head,  a  strong  arm,  a  courageous  heart,  and,  above  all, 
a  saintly  soul." 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 
—BUT  BEAUTIFUL  OLD  PEOPLE  ARE  WORKS  OF  ART 
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Something  in  the  air  at  No.  4 


Sister  A.  McNally 


Talking  things  over  after  the  Jubilee   are  Mary  Grunell,  Elizabeth 
Deschenes,    Josephine    Gillooley,    Maria    Donoghue,    Carol  Fournier, 
Yolande  Deschenes  and  Sister  O'Kane. 

PITY  THE  POOR  CLERGYMAN  WHO  BOUGHT  A  USED  CAR 
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Anxiety  and  excitement  reigned 
throughout  the  house.  Sister  Superior's 
Silver  Jubilee  was  coming  up.  No 
sooner  had  the  girls  got  together  and 
lined  up  a  variety  program  than  prob- 
lems arose.  Problem  No.  1:  how  to  re- 
hearse with  Sister  and  themselves 
under  the  same  roof.  That  was  an  easy 
one,  or  so  they  thought.  They  would 
go  next  door  to  the  Mother  House  for 
their  rehearsals.  All  went  well  for  a 
while.  But  it  seemed  pretty  obvious 
that  they  were  up  to  something  with 
everyone  dashing  out,  right  after  din- 
ner, and  coming  back  again  all  to- 
gether. So,  to  allay  suspicion,  they  de- 
cided to  return  via  the  back  door 
which  the  girls  never,  never  use.  The 
only  possible  place  for  Sister  Superior 
at  the  psychological  moment  of  return, 
of  course,  was  beside  the  back  door. 
At  the  sight  of  her  "Where  have  you 
been,  what  have  you  been  up  to?"  ex- 
pression they  timidly  filed  past  and, 
sheepishly,  scattered  in  all  directions. 

Then  came  Stage  No.  2.  This  was 
characterized  by,  "Sh,  sh,  here  comes 
Sister  Superior,"  and  "My,  Sister 
Superior,  you  look  tired.  Don't  you 
think  you  should  go  to  bed  early?" 
This  stage  was  further  characterized 
by  dead  silence  in  the  house  after  din- 
ner each  evening.  (That  in  itself  was 
enough  to  arouse  suspicion  in  the  most 
unsuspecting.)  Were  all  the  girls  out? 
Were  they  retiring?  So  early?  The 
silence  was  occasionally  broken  by  a 
rather  toneless  wailing,  or  was  it  sing- 
ing, from  the  third  floor  or  the  base- 
ment. Gradually,  the  girls  would  re- 
appear, seemingly  normal  except  for 
the  papers  over  which  they  were  des- 
perately intent.  More  than  once  their 
intense  efforts  to  learn  lines  almost 
gave  them  away. 

There  were  just  two  topics  of  con- 


versation during  this  period  of  pre- 
paration. Behind  Sister  Superior's 
back,  it  was  the  program.  To  her  face, 
it  was  the  weather.  Never  was  the 
weather  so  interpreted  and  misinter- 
preted, so  judged  and  misjudged,  so 
praised  and  blamed  as  in  those  weeks 
preceeding  the  Jubilee. 

After  weeks  of  doing  things  in  bits, 
there  came  a  time  when  a  final  and 
complete  rehearsal  was  imperative. 
Same  old  problem — how?  where?  One 
of  the  sisters  at  the  Mother  House 
came  to  the  rescue.  She  would  invite 
Sister  Superior  to  go  out  with  her  on 
the  appointed  evening.  The  girls  were 
thrilled  and,  again,  almost  gave  them- 
selves away  in  their  eagerness  to  help 
Sister  on  her  way,  their  assurance  that 
there  was  no  need  to  hurry  back  et 
cetera.  To  their  relief  and  surprise  they 
had  plenty  of  time  for  a  really  good 
rehearsal.  Not  wanting  to  push  their 
good  luck  they  scattered,  believing  that 
Sister  X  would  be  bringing  Sister 
Superior  back  at  any  moment. 

The  return  was  not  quite  in  the 
order  expected.  Actually,  Sister  Super- 
ior brought  Sister  X  back  —  following 
a  detour  to  the  Emergency  Department 
at  St.  Michael's  Hospital.  Sister  X  had 
fallen  on  the  ice  and  suffered  minor 
cuts  and  bruises.  And  all  because  of 
us  and  our  program!  The  sympathy 
was  genuine  —  but  it  had  been  a 
wonderful  rehearsal. 

Finally  the  big  day  arrived  and  the 
program  was  a  surprise  to  Sister 
Superior.  It  was  a  most  successful 
and  happy  evening  for  all,  thanks,  in 
large  measure,  to  the  efforts  of  the 
girls  and  their  grand  spirit  of  co-opera- 
tion. At  the  close  of  the  program  Sister 
was  presented  with  a  spiritual  bouquet, 
a  bouquet  of  red  roses  and  one 
hundred  dollars. 
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Intercepted  Mail  .  .  . 


Dear  Sister, 

You  may  not  remember  me,  but  we 
met  in  Toronto  some  years  ago.  I  have 
moved  to  Edmonton  and  the  memory 
of  our  meeting  slipped  far  into  the 
background.  The  meeting  and  our 
topic  of  conversation  came  back  to 
me  with  force  when  I  chanced  to  see 
one  of  your  sisters  at  the  University  of 
Alberta,  which  I  was  going  through 
with  a  friend.  The  sister  (I  don't  know 
her  name)  was  coming  from  a  class  in 
art.  I  inquired  about  the  course  and 
was  duly  informed  by  the  instructor 
that  the  course  centered  around  the 
modern  concept  of  art.  At  that  I  could 
not  help  thinking  of  our  conversation. 
You  were  one  of  the  few  I  met  with  a 
sympathy  for  contemporary  art,  and 
having  an  urge  to  speak  of  it  to  some- 
one who  understands,  I  beg  your  kind 
indulgence. 

Superficial  viewers!  Here  lies  my 
principal  grievance.  They  have  looked 
at  and  been  trained  on  "pictures"  for 
so  long  that  their  eyes  have  grown 
lazy.  Confronted  with  a  mass  of  colour 


beyond  which  lies  an  idea,  a  concept, 
even  an  ideal,  they  balk.  Because  each 
individual  line  needed  to  complete  the 
mental  view  has  not  been  placed  just 
so,  the  picture  to  them  is  poor.  And 
yet  they  are  the  first  to  rave  about  a 
portrayal  of,  shall  we  say,  a  tempest  in 
music.  "The  whole  thing  is  a  farce," 
they  cry.  "The  sun  has  never  been 
angular."  "Nor  is  it  a  perfect  circle 
with  sixteen  rays  coming  out  from  it," 
I  reply.  Each  artist  has  a  concept  and 
who  is  to  say  which  one  is  the  correct 
one?  The  more  incomprehensible  a 
picture,  the  better  I  like  it.  Who  wants 
to  understand  it  anyway? 

You  can  imagine  the  utter  amaze- 
ment and  speechless  joy  I  felt  when 
I  again  saw  your  sister  on  the  bus. 
Under  her  right  arm  was  a  large  can- 
vas flaunting  a  wonderfully  incompre- 
hensible image  of  blue,  yellow,  green, 
black  and  white  triangles.  My  heart 
palpitated  with  aesthetic  rapture.  The 
bus  was  crowded  but  I  got  close 
enough  to  see  printed  in  the  lower  right 
hand  corner— "SELF  PORTRAIT" - 
Nivlag  Retsis.  The  crowd  noticed  "it" 
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too.  Many  and  varied  were  the  re- 
marks. They  ranged  from  "Self  Por- 
trait? -  yeah  a  triangle  is  a  half-baked 
square!"  to  "Well  maybe  it  just  all 
points  to  something,"  (ah,  the  compre- 
hension of  the  incomprehensible)  and 
a  snobby  "Sheer  waste  of  paint".  Then 
the  sister  and  the  "sheer  waste  of 
paint"  got  off. 

I  have  been  very  glad  to  have  been 
able  to  share  my  thoughts  with  you 
and  I  hope  that  you  have  remained 
true  to  our  mutual  appreciation  of  the 
incomprehensible. 

Your  fellow  modern  art  lover. 

P.S. 

Enclosed  is  one  salt  cellar  to  be  taken 
with  letter. 

What  a  pleasure  it  was  to  receive 
your  last  letter.  It  was  forwarded  to 
me  from  Toronto  since,  I  too,  am  liv- 
ing in  Edmonton.  I  might  have  known 
what  it  was  going  to  be  about.  You 
rave  as  well  as  ever! 

It  was  particularly  amusing  to  read 


your  account  of  meeting  one  of  our 
sisters  and  her  picture  at  the  Univer- 
sity, amusing  because  I  was  present 
when  Sister  and  said  picture,  "Self 
Portrait"  arrived  at  the  Convent  door. 
We  were  all  in  the  Community  Room 
as  sister,  alias  Nivlag  Retsis  in  "arty" 
circles,  presented  herself  with  a  mys- 
terious roll  under  her  arm  and  a 
twinkle  in  her  eye.  When  it  comes  to 
curiosity,  sisters  are  no  exception  es- 
pecially when  they  have  strong  suspi- 
cions. In  reaction  to  this  mysterious 
apparition  all  voices  queried  in  unison, 
"What  have  you  got  there?".  "A  Self 
Portrait  that  I  did  in  art  class,"  Sister 
replied.  "How  wonderful,  let's  see  it!" 
Quickly  the  canvas  was  unrolled  and 
held  up  for  all  to  see — a  maze  of  blue, 
yellow,  white,  black  and  green  triangles 
of  every  size,  shape  and  hue.  Thereby 
followed  a  moment  of  profound, 
ghastly  silence.  Then  personal  reac- 
tions set  in.  The  unrestrained  guf- 
fawed vociferously.  The  more  polite 
maintained  a  discreet  silence  but  hor- 
ror was  to  be  seen  in  their  eyes.  The 
less  tactful  asked,  "Which  side  is  up!" 
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And  the  aesthetically  inclined  —  one 
lovely  soul  —  gazed  rapturously  upon 
the  unique  masterpiece,  the  one  and 
only  of  its  kind.  Undaunted  by  this 
reception,  Sister  announced  that  she 
was  commencing  work  on  another 
specimen  of  the  same  genre. 

Later  that  evening  as  I  passed 
through  the  hall,  I  saw  a  busy  figure 
bent  over  a  desk  —  little  Nivlag  at 
work!  This  time  the  canvas  was  cover- 
ed with  curious  looking  blabs  of  red, 
green,  yellow  and  white.  Unaware  that 
she  was  being  watched,  Sister  worked 
with  the  fury  of  a  true  artist.  Red 
paint  was  globbed  on  with  gusto,  then 
green,  then  yellow  and  a  tiny  touch  of 
white. 

The  temptation  was  too  great  so  I 
tiptoed  downstairs  for  the  camera  and 
have  enclosed  the  results  of  my  expedi- 
tion. Of  course,  when  the  flash  went 
off  my  presence  was  discovered.  "Hope 


you  don't  mind,"  said  I.  "Not  at  all," 
said  she  and  continued  to  mix  paint. 

"What's  the  name  of  this  one?" 
Blissfully,  Sister  replied,  "Christmas  in 
Killarney."  Of  course!  There  was  Ire- 
land, that  green  blot  in  the  middle, 
sprinkled  generously  with  snow  flakes, 
and  there  was  England,  a  delightful 
red  bit  to  the  south.  Who  could  miss 
it!  Knowing  that  there  was  no  holding 
back  true  genius,  I  withdrew  leaving 
Nivlag  Retsis  to  her  paints  and 
brushes. 

And  now  Fellow  Art  Lover,  you 
have  both  sides  of  the  picture — a  true 
Portrait  of  an  Artist. 

As  ever, 

The  Aesthetically  Inclined  One. 

P.S. 

Am  sending  back  the  salt  cellar. 


*       *  * 


Happiness  is  to  be  found  among  life's  common  things.  It  is  not  the  rare 
gifts,  the  possession  of  the  few;  it  is  not  great  wealth,  great  learning,  great  genius, 
or  great  power;  it  is  not  these  things  that  make  possessors  happy.  It  is  health, 
it  is  friendship,  it  is  love  at  home;  it  is  the  voices  of  children,  it  is  sunshine.  It 
is  the  blessings  that  are  commonest,  not  those  that  are  rarest;  it  is  the  gifts  that 
God  has  scattered  everywhere. 

S.M.R. 


*       *  * 


"Fools  look  for  a  pot  of  gold  at  the  end  of  a  rainbow.  Wise  men  find  it  at 
the  foot  of  the  Cross." 
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■  A  Night 


to  Remember 


Sister  Eileen  Dwyer 


Colleen  Laurin  saved  the  night. 


Guest  Speaker  Gets  the  Gong! 

Coffee-maker  Goes  on  Strike! 

Two  Flats  for  Visiting  Judge! 

Rycroft  Student  Wins  Public-Speaking  Contest! 


The  first  three  of  these  four  flashes 
were  very  embarrassing  and,  since  they 
all  happened  on  the  same  night,  might 
have  been  overwhelming  had  it  not 
been  for  the  fourth.  However  Colleen 
won  the  contest,  so  nothing  else  really 
mattered. 

It  was  the  evening  on  which  the 
Finals  of  the  United  Nations  Oratorical 
Contest  were  being  held  in  Rycroft. 
Just  as  an  earnest  young  speaker  from 
a  neighbouring  school  (that  means  a 
school  in  a  neighbouring  town  for  the 
benefit  of  those  who  do  not  know  our 
part  of  the  country)  was  expounding 
on  "World  Peace"  a  deafening  gong 
interrupted  her.  To  our  admiration  she 
continued  without  the  flicker  of  an 
eyelid.  Simultaneously,  three  chagrin- 
ed teenagers  were  seen  to  beat  a  hasty 
retreat  from  the  lunchroom  down  the 
hall.  One  of  them  had  aimed  at  a 
companion's  head  and  hit  the  fire- 
alarm  button  instead. 


A  few  moments  later  a  Sister  of 
Service,  gracious  and  poised,  led  the 
local  M.L.A.  and  the  two  other  con- 
test judges  to  a  buffet  lunch  table  for 
coffee.  A  distressed  student  hurried 
over  with  the  news  that  there  would 
not  be  any  coffee.  It  had  been  dis- 
covered too  late  that  the  automatic 
coffee-maker  was  not  completely  auto- 
matic. Unlike  the  teenagers,  the  sister 
could  not  beat  a  retreat. 

The  two  flat  tires?  Frankly,  we 
can't  explain  them.  They  probably 
proved  the  adage  that  trouble  never 
comes  singly.  But  Colleen  Laurin,  a 
Grade  X  student  and  Prefect  of  Our 
Lady's  Sodality  here  in  Rycroft  did 
win  the  oratorical  contest  for  the  Spirit 
River  School  Division. 

We  were  so  pleased  that  the  mis- 
haps of  the  evening  appeared  quite 
trivial.  Had  it  not  been  for  Colleen, 
though,  it  would  have  been  a  night  to 
forget. 
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"Don't    forget   the    meeting/'  Sister 
Gillis  warns  Clare  Keon,  one  of  the 
charming  young  residents  of  Rosary 
Hall,  Ottawa. 


WHEN  YOU 


That  article  for  The  Field  at  Home! 

If  I  do  attempt  it  I'm  afraid  it  may  be 
in  either  Spanish  or  Slav — I'm  talking, 
with  my  hands,  in  both  languages  these 
days.  Dear  Lord,  You  know  I  can't 
write,  but  please  help  me  to  put  down 
a  few  sane  thoughts  and  please  give 
Sister  Editor  the  time  and  the  inspira- 
tion to  fill  in. 

4:15  p.m.  I  started  this  this  morning 
at  9.  What  a  day!  First,  the  window 
cleaners  came.  Then  Father  Forerias, 
O.S.A.  for  our  monthly  conference,  a 
splendid  one  on  mortification;  the  re- 
sult of  the  conference  adds  up  to  my 
finishing  this  effort,  in  whatever  lan- 
guage. Now,  the  phone  is  on  a  spree. 
"This  is  Father  D.,  Sister.  I  have  a 
parishioner  here  with  a  sixteen-year- 
old  girl  whose  grandmother  has  just 
died  leaving  the  girl  homeless.  Can 
you  do  anything?" 

"She  can  sleep  on  the  chesterfield 
temporarily,  Father.  Will  that  do?" 

"Fine,  Sister.  She's  been  sleeping  on 
a  chesterfield  anyway." 

Another  ring. 

"May  I  speak  to  the  Superintendent, 
please.  This  is  your  next  door  neigh- 
bour. I  want  to  tell  you  that  the 
branches  on  your  tree  are  hitting  my 
clothes-line.  Could  you  please  have  the 
branches  cut  off?" 
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in  Ottawa 


Sister  V.  Gillis 


So  goes  today  and  every  day  it 
seems.  I  must  recapture  the  thoughts 
of  this  morning. 

I'll  write  about  the  Apostolic  Com- 
mittee's sixth  anniversary.  That  is  a 
worthwhile  subject.  It  was  in  March 
1953  that  six  of  the  girls  came  to- 
gether under  the  direction  of  Sister 
Corke.  They  formed  the  Apostolic 
Committee,  the  object  of  which  is  two- 
fold: to  improve  their  potential  as 
apostolic  Catholics  by  study;  to  visit 
the  sick  and  the  aged  in  some  of  the 
city's  nursing  homes,  especially  those 
without  relatives  or  friends. 

Though  the  original  six  have  all 
gone  their  separate  ways,  others  have 
replaced  them  and  the  Committee  con- 
tinues to  function.  Faithfully,  every 
Tuesday  for  six  years,  youthful  visitors 
have  gone  in  pairs  to  bring  a  little  sun- 
shine into  the  lives  of  their  shut-in 
friends.  The  visiting  program  is  a  mu- 
tual exchange,  a  giving  and  a  receiving. 
The  girls  give  their  time,  their  sunny 
youth,  their  interest  in  the  joys  and 
sorrows  of  those  whom  they  visit.  They 
receive,  in  return,  a  broader  interest 
in  and  appreciation  for  the  lives  and 
problems  of  others;  they  are  taken  out 
of  themselves  in  a  wholesome  and 
satisfactory  way.  A  very  true  friend- 
ship develops  between  the  visitors  and 
the  visited.  As  many  of  the  latter  are 
senior  citizens,  the  girls  are  faced  with 


the  inevitability  of  death,  sometimes 
for  the  first  time  in  their  young  lives. 
These  deaths  always  sadden  them; 
they  have  lost  a  friend  to  whom  they 
have  given  love  and  care;  a  void  has 
been  left  which  is  not  immediately 
filled. 

The  Apostolic  Committee  meets 
weekly..  A  fraction  of  the  allotted  time 
is  given  to  reports  on  the  previous 
week's  visits,  to  assignments  for  the 
coming  week  and  the  remainder  of  the 
time  is  spent  in  discussion.  The  Mass, 
the  Mystical  Body,  the  Sacraments, 
Personality  Plus,  Your  Life  and  You 
have  been  studied  and  discussed  in  the 
six  years.  Other  Committee  projects 
include  remailing  Catholic  literature 
and  financing  the  purchase  of  Christ- 
mas gifts  for  the  shut-in  friends  who 
are  visited.  A  leather-craft  class  at  the 
club  this  year  enabled  members  of  the 
Apostolic  Committee  to  make  attrac- 
tive and  inexpensive  gifts  in  leather. 

6:00  p.m.  Supper  provided  another 
interruption — I  hesitate  to  apply  the 
adjective  welcome  to  the  noun  inter- 
ruption, but,  as  I  told  You  before,  dear 
Lord,  I  can't  write.  Now  the  girls  are 
besieging  the  office,  singly  and  in 
groups.  I  had  better  get  this  out  of  the 
typewriter  and  into  the  mail  before  I 
change  my  mind.  And  please  dear 
Lord  have  mercy  on  Sister  Editor  and 
me! 


SURE  YOU  DON'T  MAKE  IT  LOOK  LIKE  A  WINK 


JULY  1959 


PAGE  ELEVEN 


To  Our  Lady  of  the  Emigrants 


MOST  HOLY  Virgin  Mary,  Escort  of  exiles  who  trudge  the  roads  of  all  the 
world  in  search  of  work  and  bread,  look  with  compassion  on  our  situation 
and  bless  all  who  help  us;  you  who  have  known  exile  yourself,  be  ever  mindful, 
we  implore,  of  us  uprooted  by  want  and  of  those,  our  brothers,  who  generously 
welcome  us  to  share  in  their  hard  toil. 

O  Virgin  Mary,  Help  of  Christians  and  Consolation  of  the  Afflicted,  be  a 
loving  mother  to  us  whom  fate  has  forced  to  live  far  from  our  native  lands, 
burdened  with  apprehensions  as  we  work  for  ourselves  and  our  families,  with 
seldom  a  friend  who  can  understand  our  problems  fully  and  in  our  familiar 
native  tongue.  Invigorate  our  flagging  spirit. 

With  your  consoling  kindness,  with  your  strong  motherly  assistance, 
through  your  prayers  of  intercession,  protect  us  in  exile  and  our  anxious  families 
at  home,  that,  sustained  as  we  all  are  by  faith,  hope  and  charity,  we  may  walk 
in  the  fear  of  God,  in  submission  to  His  Divine  Will,  faithful  to  Christ  and  His 
Church  and  thus  may  enjoy  the  fruits  of  redemption  and  merit  thereby  earthly 
peace  and  heavenly  happiness.  Amen. 


Pope  Pius  XII 


With  the  death  of  the  Most  Reverend  William  T- 
Mulloy,  Bishop  of  Covington,  Kentucky,  there 
was  lost  to  the  Church  and  to  the  Nation  a  great 
leader.  The  phenomenal  accomplishments  which 
Bishop  Mulloy  packed  into  his  life  bespeak  the 
dedicated  zeal  and  munificent  self-giving  which 
were  hallmarks  of  his  character.  With  the  death 
of  Bishop  Mulloy  the  Sisters  of  Service  have  lost 
a  devoted  friend.  We  join  our  sorrow  to  the  sor- 
row of  the  cleargy  and  faithful  of  the  Covington 
Diocese  as  with  them  we  pray:  May  his  great 
and  generous  soul  rest  in  peace. 


C.F.  M. 
at  the 

Montreal  Club 


"In  spite  of  the  disordered  ideas  that  often  disturb  the  minds  of  men,  we 
proclaim  aloud  the  sanctity,  the  unity,  and  the  divine  mission  of  the  Christian 
family  which  is  the  basic  cell  of  society  and  the  Church  ..." 

The  above  statement  of  Pope  Pius  XII  might  well  be  the  charter  of  The 
Christian  Family  Movement  whose  aim  is  to  promote  family  happiness  in  the 
home,  in  the  neighbourhood,  in  the  community  by  raising  the  standard  of 
family  living  to  a  Christian  level. 

In  Montreal  a  CFM  group,  which  is  known  as  the  Holy  Family  Group, 
meets  regularly  at  the  S.O.S.  Residential  Club.  The  members  are  recruited  from 
former  residents  of  the  club  and  their  husbands  and  from  young  couples  who 
have  recently  come  to  Canada.  The  meetings,  usually  on  a  Sunday  afternoon, 
are  well  attended.  The  children  come  with  their  parents;  there  is  no  baby-sitting 
problem  in  a  houseful  of  girls  who  vie  with  one  another  for  turns  at  baby- 
sitting during  the  CFM  meetings.  During  the  past  year  Reverend  Father  Swift, 
C.Ss.R.  has  been  chaplain  of  the  group.  On  April  18  a  Day  of  Recollection, 
which  is  an  integral  part  of  the  CFM  program,  was  held  at  the  Club  under  the 
joint  direction  of  Father  Swift  and  Father  Vale,  C.Ss.R.  The  Day  of  Recollec- 
tion opened  with  a  Dialogue  Mass  and  included  conferences,  round-table  discus- 
sions, renewal  of  marriage  vows  and  Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament. 


A  Picture  Story  .  .  . 
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As  soon  as  the 
families  arrive  at 
the  Club  on  the 
morning  of  the  Day 
of  Recollection,  the 
children  are  taken 
charge  of  by  volun- 
teer baby-sitters 
from  among  the 
Club  residents.  The 
youngsters  are  kept 
happy  and  busy,  in- 
doors and  outdoors, 
without  intruding 
on  their  parents' 
time. 


The  program  of  the  day  is 
intensely  spiritual  but  the 
more  material  needs  of  the 
participants  are  not  forgot- 
ten. Sister  Mossey,  to  whose 
care  the  Holy  Family  Group 
is  confided,  arranges  the 
noon  luncheon  and  late 
afternoon  tea. 


One  of  the  most  impressive  periods  1 
of  the  entire  day  was  the  renewal 
of  marriage  vows  in  the  presence 
of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament. 
During  those  few  solemn  moments 
many  of  the  difficulties  which 
normally  beset  married  life  must 
have  vanished  under  the  benevo- 
lent gaze  of  Our  Eucharistic  Lord. 


At  the  end  of  the  day,  child- 
ren are  collected  and  bundled 
up,  last  minute  good-byes  are 
said  to  the  Fathers,  to  Sister 
Mossey  and  the  friends  with 
whom  the  day  has  been 
spent  and  the  little  families 
leave  for  home.  Another  step 
forward  has  been  made  in 
the  promotion  of  "family 
happiness  in  the  home,  in 
the  neighbourhood,  in  the 
community  .  .  ." 


Sister  P.  Coates 


Bernadette 

"Aid"  says  the  dictionary,  "is  one 
who  or  that  which  helps  in  something 
done."  In  a  Religious  Correspondence 
School,  where  teaching  is  done  both 
orally  and  by  correspondence,  the  aids 
are  many.  A  sister  preparing  a  lesson, 
whether  for  Grade  I  or  Grade  IX,  may 
choose  charts,  pictures,  maps,  slides 
and  flash  cards.  Sometimes  she  herself 
needs  aid  to  make  the  decision. 

Our  favourite  aides  are  the  human 
variety;  young  people  who  come  faith- 
fully to  do  the  ordinary,  but  necessary 
time-consuming  tasks;  tasks  too  numer- 
ous to  mention  which  include  stamping 
the  return  address  on  envelopes,  inter- 
leaving the  lessons  with  activity  sheets, 
folding  lessons  which  the  folding 
machine  cannot  handle.  We  are  very 
grateful  to  these  young  friends  who 
give  their  time  so  generously.  There  is 
Bernadette,  for  instance.  Bernadette 
came  to  our  annual,  C.W.L.-sponsored 
Tea.  She  saw  our  work  and  offered  her 
help.  Ever  since  she  has  been  a  weekly 
visitor;  she  operates  the  folding  mach- 
ine as  well  as  we  do;  she  runs  lessons 
off  on  the  mimeograph.  Most  of  the 


lessons  are  mimeographed  in  the  school. 
With  several  different  courses  and 
thousands  of  lessons  to  be  sent  out 
every  month  from  September  15th  to 
May  15th,  you  may  imagine  the  size 
of  Bernadette's  task;  you  may  also 
imagine  how  we  appreciate  her  help. 

Then  there  are  the  boys.  One  day, 
shortly  after  3:30  p.m.,  I  answered  the 
door  to  a  little  fellow  of  about  10 
years. 

"Good  afternoon,  Sister",  he  said, 
"may  I  come  in  and  visit?" 

"Why  certainly,  come  right  in.  But 
first,  please  take  your  boots  off."  Any- 
one who  has  lived  in  Alberta  knows 
the  kind  of  boots  Alberta  youngsters 
wear  in  winter. 

"Now,  what  can  I  do  for  you?" 

"Well,  Sister,  it's  like  this.  Our 
teacher  told  us  about  the  wonderful 
missionary  work  you  do  and  you  don't 
get  anything  for  it.  So  I  thought  I 
would  like  to  come  and  help  and  I 
don't  want  anything  for  it  either.  You 
know,  I  am  going  to  be  a  missionary 
some  day." 

"How  lovely",  I  said,  "to  meet  a  boy 
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who  is  willing  to  work  without  pay  and 
who  wants  to  be  a  missionary.  Take 
your  coat  and  hat  off  and  come,  meet 
the  other  sisters." 

That  was  how  Harold  came  to  us.  I 
set  him  to  work  and  for  an  hour,  while 
he  folded  papers,  he  plied  us  with 
questions  until  the  sisters  looked  at 
me  with  an  expression  which  said  very 
plainly — if  that  young  man  stays 
around  here  there  will  be  very  little 
missionary  work  done  by  any  of  us.  In 
correcting  lessons,  one  must  be  very 
exact  and  exactness  is  not  helped  by 
a  running  conversation. 

Harold  wished  to  come  every  day 
but  we  finally  settled  on  one  night  a 
week,  because  all  work,  even  mission- 
ary work,  and  no  play  would  never 
do.  The  following  week  Harold  arrived, 
bright  with  enthusiasm. 

"Sister,  I  brought  my  friend  along. 
O.K.?" 

"Oh,  yes,  there  will  be  enough  work 
for  both  of  you." 

This  time  he  did  not  have  time  to 
ask  many  questions.  He  was  too  busy 
handing  on  to  his  companion  the  in- 


formation he  himself  had  acquired  the 
week  before.  We  thought  we  had  been 
adopted  by  two  but,  lo  and  behold, 
when  I  opened  the  door  the  third  Tues- 
day, there  stood  three  of  them.  The 
newcomer  looked  at  me  shyly  and 
whispered,  "Is  it  all  right  for  me  to 
come  too?" 

Now,  what  could  a  person  say?  Ever 
since,  those  three  lads  have  been  com- 
ing weekly  and  they  accomplish  a  sur- 
prising amount  of  work.  Perhaps  some- 
day one,  or  even  two,  of  our  young  en- 
thusiasts will  be  working  in  the 
Master's  vineyard  as  full-grown  mis- 
sionaries. 

The  work  of  the  Religious  Corres- 
pondence Schools  is  to  teach  religion 
by  mail  to  children  who  do  not  get 
regular  religious  instruction.  Our  hu- 
man aides  in  this  apostolate  are  not 
making  the  headlines  for  their  startling 
achievements  in  the  arts  or  sciences. 
But  can  we  doubt  the  value  of  their 
contribution  when  we  ponder  the 
words  of  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest — 
"The  least  you  do  unto  one  of  these 
My  little  ones  is  done  unto  Me." 
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New  Zealand  to  Vancouver 

v   I  fi 

^  by  Eileen  Kennelly 


For  some  years  1  had  desired  to 
travel.  Finally  I  decided  to  save  enough 
money  to  enable  me  to  visit  other 
countries  to  observe  their  habits,  cus- 
toms and  economic  conditions,  and 
also  to  enjoy  their  aesthetic  advan- 
tages. 

Early  in  April  1958  I  embarked  on 
the  S.S.  Orsova  which  sailed  from  my 
native  New  Zealand  to  Canada.  From 
Williams  Head,  where  we  stopped  for 
immigration  inspection,  I  could  see, 
from  one  side  of  the  deck,  mountains 
covered  with  tall  pine  trees  and,  from 
the  other  side,  snow-capped  peaks 
which  gave  one  a  feeling  of  winter. 
What  impressed  me  most  on  approach- 
ing Vancouver  Harbour  was  the  Lion's 
Gate  bridge  under  which  we  passed. 
This  suspension  bridge,  one  of  the 
largest  of  its  kind  in  the  world,  is  a 
marvel  of  mechanical  engineering. 
Facing  north  the  panorama  which 
spreads  before  you  is,  perhaps  seldom 
excelled  anywhere  in  the  Western 
hemisphere. 


Vancouver  is  the  third  largest  city 
in  Canada.  It  is  beautifully  situated 
and  holds  many  attractions  for  both 
tourists  and  natives.  The  chief  business 
and  shopping  centres  are  on  Hastings 
and  Granville  streets.  The  large  city 
department  stores  are  impressive  but, 
in  my  opinion,  the  window  displays 
are  poor.  Some  of  the  restaurants,  the 
Bamboo  Terrace,  Georgia  Towers  and 
Polynesian  Rooms,  provide  exotic 
food  on  request.  The  movie  theatres 
would  do  well  to  improve  their  archi- 
tectural construction.  The  only  one 
that  impressed  me  at  all  was  the  Or- 
pheum  which  has  attempted  an  authen- 
tic type  of  architecture. 

I  must  mention  the  University  of 
British  Columbia  which  stands  on  548 
acres  of  endowment  land.  The  educa- 
tional units  seem  very  scattered,  but 
it  may  be  the  custom  in  this  country 
to  have  universities  built  in  that  man- 
ner. The  recreational  facilities  are 
quite  modern,  especially  the  Gym- 
nasium. 
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Lions'  Gate  Bridge,  Vancouver. 

There  are  many  attractive  resorts  in 
the  vicinity  of  the  City,  the  principal 
one  being  Stanley  Park  which  is  a  pen- 
insula within  the  municipal  boundaries. 
It  covers  a  large  acreage,  has  hard- 
surfaced  roads  and  lends  itself  to  de- 
lightful motoring.  Here  one  may  see 
primeval  forests,  beautiful  lakes  and 
varied  sporting  events.  From  Prospect 
Point,  which  overlooks  Burrard  Inlet, 
residential  areas  which  climb  the  hill 
of  North  Vancouver  can  be  seen.  I 
also  enjoyed  the  Aquarium,  the  Zoo, 
Siwash  Rock,  immortalized  by  the  In- 
dian poetess  Pauline  Johnson,  and 
cryptic-named  Lost  Lagoon,  which 
makes  a  fine  skating  rink  in  winter. 

As  I  spent  only  ten  months  in  Van- 
couver, during  which  time  I  worked 
at  stenography,  I  could  not  possibly 


Photo— Courtesy  C.N.R. 

visit  as  many  places  as  I  would  have 
wished  to  do.  In  my  opinion  it  would 
take  a  working  girl  at  least  five  years, 
in  her  spare  time,  to  see  and  to  apre- 
ciate  the  beauties  of  Vancouver  in 
particular  and  British  Columbia  in 
general. 

I  would  like  now  to  take  this  oppor- 
tunity of  extending  my  thanks  and 
appreciation  to  the  Sisters  of  Service 
who  are  doing  such  a  good  job  for 
the  girls  entrusted  to  their  care.  From 
a  traveller's  point  of  view  the  Residen- 
tial Club  is  the  first  step  in  getting  to 
know  people,  because  the  girls  in  resi- 
dence are  of  all  nationalities  and  types. 
Through  the  girls  you  meet  their 
families  and  friends  and  by  such  meet- 
ings many  beautiful  friendships  are 
(Continued  on  page  31) 


CAREFUL  THAT  THERE  ISN'T  MUCH  DUE  TO  HIM 


JULY  1959 


PAGE  TWENTY-ONE 


S.O.S.-oqram 


Toronto:  Each  year,  around  Easter, 
we  at  the  Mother  House  bid  a  reluc- 
tant au  revoir  and  bon  voyage  to 
Reverend  Sister  General  as  she  starts 
off  on  her  western  visitation.  Our  loss 
is  the  missions'  gain  and  each  mission, 
from  Manitoba  and  North  Dakota  to 
British  Columbia,  eagerly  awaits  the 
visit  of  a  Major  Superior  whose  utter 
self-forgetfulness  and  understanding 
kindness  have  endeared  her  to  all  her 
sisters. 

Our  congratulations  to:  Sister 
Bertha  Jackson,  (Dartmouth,  N.S.),  a 
member  of  the  nursing  staff  of  St. 
John's  Hospital,  Edson,  who  recently 
completed  the  Advanced  Practical  Ob- 
stetrics Course  at  the  School  of  Nurs- 
ing, University  of  Alberta. 

Sister  Lydia  Tyszko,  (Hamilton, 
Ont.),  who  graduated  from  The  Mari- 
time School  of  Social  Work  in  Halifax. 
To  both  sisters  we  offer  our  best  wishes 
and  our  prayer  that  God  may  bless 
their  work  in  their  respective  areas  of 
the  vast  apostolate  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service. 

Montreal:  The  S.O.S.A.  Glee  Club, 
directed  by  Sister  Patenaude,  recently 
presented  a  musical  variety  program, 
Summer  Fantasy.  Sister  Patenaude 
writes:  "Summer  Fantasy  went  off 
wonderfully  well.  The  boys  erected  the 
stage  in  the  lounge  on  Wednesday  eve- 
ning. It  took  quite  some  time,  in  fact 
it  was  midnight  when  the  last  hammer 
blow  was  struck.  I  spent  most  of 
Thursday  arranging  the  stage.  Pink 


and  blue  spotlights  were  arranged  over- 
head. The  five-foot  entrance  at  the 
back  of  the  stage  had  a  pillar  on  either 
side.  (These  were  the  pillars  which  had 
been  removed  from  the  archway  in 
the  center  of  the  lounge.)  When  the 
girls  saw  the  finished  product  they 
were  delighted. 

At  the  performance  the  girls  were 
relaxed  and  sang  their  best.  They  really 
held  the  attention  of  the  audience. 
Susan  (Young)  brought  the  house 
down  as  the  old  tramp  and  the  Charles- 
ton was  terrific.  But  the  Redemptorist 
Rosary  carried  the  day.  The  stage  was 
in  darkness  except  for  one  blue  spot- 
light on  the  white  statue  of  the  Ma- 
donna. It  was  beautiful. 

Then  the  Glee  Club  really  shocked 
me  by  presenting  me  with  a  dozen 
roses  after  Peggy  Malone  had  read  a 
long  tribute  to  'mesilf.  Oh,  it  was  quite 
a  night!" 

Sister  Patenaude  presents  a  rose  to 
"Guest    Artist"   Judy    Marion  while 
Sister     Fitzmaurice     and     a  singer 
look  on. 
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Sinnett:  The  amenities  of  modern 
living  are  coming  to  Sinnett.  During 
this  past  winter  an  oil  burner  and  a 
deep  freeze  unit  were  installed.  Sister 
Trautman  writes:  "Is  the  oil-burner 
ever  nice!  We  tore  down  the  partition 
in  the  basement,  shovelled  up  the  coal 
into  an  old  tub  and  an  old  boiler,  swept 
and  vacuumed  the  walls,  ceiling  and 
floor,  then  scrubbed  the  whole  place 
with  lots  of  soap  and  hot  water.  Now 
we  have  lines  on  which  to  hang  the 
clothes.  There  is  a  pipe  which  blows 
warm  air  toward  the  lines  so  the  wash- 
ing dries  well.  And  the  deep-freeze  is 
so  convenient.  We'll  enjoy  it  even 
more  in  the  summer." 

Toronto:  Drop  into  No.  4  almost 
any  evening  and  you'll  think  you  have 
wandered  into  the  studio  of  some  top- 
flight couturiere.  You  will  see  sisters 
and  girls,  guided  by  Sister  Hearn, 
busily  engaged  in  transforming  lengths 
of  multi-coloured  materials  into  beauti- 
fully made  dresses  which  are  as  smart 
and  as  new  as  tomorrow's  newspaper. 
If  you  show  the  right  amount  of  en- 


Sister  Hearn  with  some  of  her  pupils. 


thusiasm  and  say  the  right  things,  (and 
if  I  did,  you  can)  they  may  even  do 
a  bit  of  modelling  for  you.  Yolande 
Deschenes  modelled  a  Sybil  Connelly 
party  frock  and  evening  coat  which 
had  been  made  at  No.  4.  It  is  a  very 
pleasant  thing  to  see,  this  sewing  class 
which  seems  to  go  on  and  on  because 
there  is  so  much  interest  being  shown 
in  the  work. 


If  there  is  righteousness  in  the  heart,  there  will  be  beauty  in  character.  If 
there  is  beauty  in  character  there  will  be  harmony  in  the  home.  If  there  is 
harmony  in  the  home,  there  will  be  order  in  the  nation.  Where  there  is  order 
in  the  nation,  there  will  be  peace  in  the  world. 

Chinese  Proverb 
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I'll  Take  A  Small  Hospital 


Sister  M.  Roberts 


In  the  friendly  exchange  of  news  and 
views  at  a  Hospital  Convention,  one 
is  frequently  asked,  'How  many  beds 
do  you  have  in  your  hospital?"  The 
answer,  "Fourteen  beds  and  three  bas- 
sinets" can  be  depended  upon  to  cause 
a  variety  of  facial  expressions.  One 
face  may  register  envy,  because  the 
questioner  has  known  the  joys  of 
working  in  a  small  hospital.  Others, 
whose  knowledge  is  exclusively  of 
large  hospitals,  simply  look  incredu- 
lous. Fourteen  beds! 

I  have  just  spent  nine  days  in  a  large 
city  hospital  which  I  regard  very  highly 
because  I  am  a  graduate  of  its  School 
of  Nursing.  But  not  for  worlds  would 
I  change  places  with  any  graduate  on 
the  staff  there,  regardless  of  her  posi- 
tion. True,  there  are  many  more  ad- 
vantages as  regards  convenience  and 
equipment,  but  there  is  not  the  warmth 
towards  or  interest  in  each  patient  that 
we  find  in  the  small,  rural  hospital. 

What  makes  a  small  hospital  so 
interesting  from  a  nurse's  point  of 
view?  Well,  the  staff  is  like  a  big 
family,  for  one  thing.  Then  there  is  a 
wealth  of  experience  to  be  gained  in 


almost  every  phase  of  nursing.  The 
nurse  must  learn  both  to  use  every 
minute  of  her  time  and  to  use  her 
head. 

Because  Vilna  is  a  farming  com- 
munity with  a  fixed  population,  we 
know  our  families  and,  even  more  im- 
portant, they  know  us.  Occasionally 
when  the  doctor  is  away  and  a  patient 
is  advised  to  go  to  the  hospital  in  a 
nearby  town  we  meet  the  objection, 
"But,  Sister,  this  is  our  hospital.  We 
never  go  anywhere  else." 

Although  our  district  is  small,  we 
have  a  very  active  Hospital  Auxiliary. 
The  members  meet  once  a  month,  usu- 
ally in  one  or  other  of  their  homes. 
Three  or  four  times  a  year  they  meet 
at  the  hospital.  Funds  are  raised  in 
various  ways  and  are  used  to  buy 
equipment  for  the  hospital.  Over  the 
years  the  contributions  of  the  Auxiliary, 
in  terms  of  furnishings  and  equipment, 
mount  to  a  most  impressive  total.  This 
year,  to  date,  the  Auxiliary  has  given 
us  a  resuscitator  for  the  Case  Room 
and  a  new  Hi-Low  bed  for  the  men's 
ward.  The  Hi-Low  bed  can  be  raised 
to  the  working  height  of  a  hospital 
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bed,  for  the  convenience  of  the  doc- 
tor or  nurse,  and  lowered  to  the  height 
of  an  ordinary  bed,  for  the  convenience 
of  the  patient.  Auxiliary  members  also 
help  with  various  items  of  hospital 
sewing  and  they  take  charge  of  most 
of  the  arrangements  for  Hospital  Day. 
We  try  to  show  our  appreciation,  in  a 
very  small  way,  by  entertaining  the 
Auxiliary  during  Christmas  week  — 
usually  this  event  takes  the  form  of  a 
Tea. 

Through  the  generosity  of  Michael 
Shysh,  our  Town  Druggist,  we  now 
have  an  excellent  electric  Wangensteen 
Suction  Machine.  Gone,  forever  we 
hope,  are  the  days  of  crawling  up  to 
the  attic  and  crawling  down  again 
laden  with  Winchesters,  miles  of  tub- 
ing, dozens  of  glass  connectors  and 
adapters;  gone  are  the  hours,  it  always 
seemed  like  hours,  spent  assembling 
the  contraption,  only  to  discover  that 
it  did  not  work. 

This  year  we  decided  to  celebrate, 
in  a  spiritual  way,  the  feast  of  St.  Luke, 
patron  of  physicians.  Invitations  with 
an  explanation  of  the  significance  of 


the  Feast  were  sent  to  our  doctor  and 
to  the  nurses  of  the  district.  On  the 
morning  of  the  Feast,  Holy  Mass  was 
celebrated  in  our  chapel  by  Reverend 
Father  Orlinski  for  the  intentions  of 
Dr.  P.  W.  Frobb,  who,  through  his 
years  in  Vilna,  has  been  a  shining  ex- 
ample of  professional  devotion  and  in- 
tegrity. All  the  invited  nurses  were  pre- 
sent for  Mass  and  the  breakfast  which 
followed.  It  was  agreed  that  this  man- 
ner of  celebrating  the  feast  of  St.  Luke 
was  a  step  in  the  right  direction  and 
should  be  repeated. 

None  of  the  happenings  I  have  re- 
corded here  have  made  any  stir  out- 
side our  own  particular  little  puddle. 
We  are  not  concerned  that  they  should. 
They  do  form  a  tie  which  unites 
priest,  sisters,  hospital  personnel  and 
people  into  that  unit  which  forms  our 
hospital  family.  From  our  small  hospi- 
tal family  and  through  it  we  derive  the 
tremendous  satisfaction  of  giving  and 
receiving  which  we  would  not  exchange 
for  all  the  conveniences,  for  all  the 
luxuries,  for  all  the  advantages  of  all 
the  large  hospitals  in  Canada. 
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They  are  "OUR  CHILDKEK'  by  their 
Baptism,  they  must  remain  our  children 
through  "OUR  WORK " 

Father  Daly 
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When  one  throws  a  cursory  glance  over  the  vast  Home  Mission 
Field  there  are  many  causes  for  sadness  and  anxiety,  but  there  is  one 
pitiful  fact  that  grips  the  Catholic  heart  and  provokes  thought.  It  is 
the  plight  of  Catholic  children  who  lack  instruction  and  contact 
with  the  Church  and  who  are  in  the  greatest  danger  of  losing  their 
Holy  Faith. 

Living  far  from  church  and  priest,  surrounded  by  the  neutraliz- 
ing atmosphere  of  the  public  school,  and  at  times  a  continual  and 
direct  prey  to  proselytizing  influences,  these  Catholic  children  are 
unconsciously  losing  the  great,  spiritual  heritage  that  has  come  to 
them  through  Baptism.  Before  we  know  it,  these  children  will  have 
passed  into  adulthood  and  their  Catholic  Faith  will  have  become  a 
mere  memory. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  through  their  schools  and  catechetical 
work  are  endeavouring  to  reach  and  to  save  these  poor  Catholic 
children.  But  how  few  we  are  for  this  immense  undertaking!  How 
limited  our  means!  The  work  is  so  great  that  it  would  require  a 
little  army  to  save  the  day.  Surely  that  army  can  be  recruited  for 
Catholic  defence  here  at  home! 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  in  A  Call  to  Service 


SISTERS  OF  SERVICE  -  2  WELLESLEY  PLACE,  TORONTO  5,  ONT. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  would  like  to  hear  more  about  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  I 
understand  that  this  does  not  bind  me  in  any  way. 

Name    Age  


Street 


City 


Zone   Province 


From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D 


jbean,  Sitiefoi 


SATISFIED  PUPILS 

Thank  you  for  the  very  nice  Holy  picture 
you  sent  me.  I  love  my  lessons  very  much. 
Here  is  a  very  small  donation  I  am  sending 
you. 

Mary 

I'm  getting  along  fine  with  my  catech- 
ism. I  think  its  fun  to  do.  I  got  my  cate- 
chism last  Friday.  I  got  no  crayons  so  I've 
got  to  us  paints  on  those  pictures.  I  hope 
you're  getting  along  fine  too.  Well  I  got 
to  go  to  bed  now  for  next  day  is  school. 

Pat 

I  have  got  your  lessons.  My  mother  said 
I  dont  need  no  more  lessons  because  I  am 
going  to  the  St.  Joseph  school  and  Im  hav- 
ing lessons  at  school.  I  am  very  sorrow  I 
can  not  have  your  lessons.  Love  from 

Helen 

It  is  very  nice  that  we're  receiving  les- 
sons again.  I  wished  that  we  never  had 
stopped  for  those  two  months,  we  should 
of  just  kept  on  going  on.  I  had  a  very  nice 
holiday.  Hope  you  had  the  same.  School 
is  begun  again  which  I  like  very  much. 
I'm  taking  Grade  six  this  year.  Thank  you 
ever  so  much  for  the  lessons,  Sisters. 

Anita 


I  am  very  sorry  I  am  so  slow  with  my 
catechism  this  week.  But  during  there 
wasn't  no  school  I  forgot  allabout  God.  I 
hope  you  Sisters  had  a  good  holiday.  I 
liked  that  little  crip  you  sent  me  throw 
the  mail  before  Christmas.  I  hung  the  little 
crip  up  on  the  tree  to  think  of  God.  The 
little  holy  pictures  you  have  sent  me  to. 
I  have  put  them  in  my  prayer  book  at  home. 
I  think  you  will  read  this  little  letter  to  the 
other  sisters.  I  have  been  skating  to  night 
so  I  am  tired.  I  hope  you  will  excuse  me 
once  more  about  my  catechism.  Sincerely, 

Harvey 

I  would  like  to  ask  you  name?  (Please) 
I  like  the  lessons  you  are  sending  me.  I 
hope  you  will  keep  on  senting  me  them.  I 
like  the  little  pictures  you  sent  me  to. 
Mother,  Father  and  my  Sister  who  is  5 
years  old  likes  the  pictures  very  much.  1 
have  been  saveing  my  lessons  in  the  first  en- 
velope your  sent  me.  I  like  my  teacher  at 
school  very  much.  We  play  hockey  very 
much.  I  scored  5  scores.  In  our  hockey 
tame  of  big  men  they  are  in  second  place. 
When  we  play  I  am  with  Ronnie  who 
scores  very  well.  But  I  will  never  forget 
this  sister  and  the  Catholic  Church  and  my 
little  catechism  lessons.  In  love, 

Ricky 
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How  are  you  all  doing  we  are  all  fine. 
I  thought  I  should  write  you  once.  I  enjoy 
my  lessons  very  much  and  I  hope  every- 
body does.  The  other  day  I  coun't  find  this 
aswer  and  daddy  told  me  to  read  the  book 
over.  I  made  96%  in  my  spelling  test  and 
87%  in  my  Arithmetic  test.  My  teacher  is 
very  kind  and  pretty.  I  just  wrote  to 
daddy's  sister.  I  send  you  a  picture.  God 
Bless  You.  Irene 

I  am  sorry  to  hear  I  have  been  a  bother 
to  you.  But  I  did  send  you  lesson  4  5  6.  I 
must  have  lost  the  other  one.  The  lessons 
must  have  been  lost  in  the  mail.  Will  you 
please  send  me  my  lessons.  I  will  send  my 
lessons  every  ten  days.  I  would  very  well 
like  to  get  a  certificate  to  show  how  well 
I  have  done  my  work.  I  promise  to  do  my 
work  well.  Yours  truly,  Patricia 

Thanks  for  the  certificate  of  Merit  which 
you  so  kindly  send  me.  I  shall  always  trea- 
sure it.  The  lessons  you  so  kindly  sent  are 
most  instructive  and  we  all  love  them.  The 
last  book  you  sent  is  easier  than  the  other 
one  so  wondered  if  it  had  been  sent  in 
error  as  I  am  in  Grade  four  and  nine  years 
of  age.  I  had  this  book  before  and  expect 
to  be  confirmed  early  in  the  new  year. 

Linda 

AND  SATISFIED  PARENTS 

I  feel  that  Ricky's  lessons  are  so  slow. 
I  blame  this,  of  course,  on  the  mail  services 
as  we  have  a  boat  with  mail  only  once 
every  two  weeks,  which  means  a  month  or 
more  for  one  lesson.  However,  we  have  air 
mail  service  twice  a  week.  If  this  is  too 
expensive  could  you  perhaps  send  two  les- 
sons at  one  time.  I  would  return  one  at  a 
time  as  it  is  completed.  Do  whichever  is 
most  convenient  for  you.  Thank  you  again 
for  your  work.  Mrs.  H. 

Received  the  lovely  statues  in  the  mail 
last  Friday,  also  the  Christmas  cards.  I 
want  to  thank  you  very  much  for  both;  I 
am  really  pleased  with  the  cards.  I  am 
sorry  you  had  to  order  them  for  me.  I 
thought  perhaps  you  handled  them  your- 
selves and  I  had  nowhere  else  to  send  for 
them. 

We  have  not  had  a  priest  up  to  see  us 
for  over  a  year  now  nor  have  we  had  a 
word  from  Father  since  before  Christmas 
last  year.  If  you  have  any  news  would  you 


mind  dropping  a  note  when  you  send 
Lynda's  papers  as  I  would  like  to  know 
how  Father  is  and  also  if  he  is  coming  up 
soon.  I  will  be  thinking  of  you  and  all  the 
other  fortunate  ones  on  Christmas  Eve 
when  you  are  at  Midnight  Mass  and  will 
pray  that  we  ourselves  may  live  near  a 
church  sometime  soon.  Thank  you  and  all 
the  sisters.  Sincerely,  Mrs.  A. 

First  of  all  I  want  to  tell  you  how  much 
our  children  enjoy  doing  their  catechism 
lessons.  They  usually  do  them  the  very 
day  they  receive  them.  I  think  it  is  wonder- 
ful work.  I  feel  that  I  too  learn  a  lot  more 
about  our  Religion.  I  was  brought  up  in 
a  Hungarian  parish  in  Saskatchewan.  Our 
parents  were  Czech  but  we  never  learned 
the  Mother  Tongue.  While  our  Hungarian 
friends  had  the  opportunity  to  be  taught 
their  catechism  by  the  Sisters  of  Social 
Service,  our  pastor  taught  my  brothers, 
sisters  and  myself.  Father's  time  was  well 
taken  up  so  we  only  received  instruction 
before  receiving  our  first  Holy  Communion 
and  Confirmation.  Then  I  also  reviewed 
my  catechism  before  I  got  married.  It  is 
just  within  the  last  ten  years,  (since  coming 
to  B.C.)  that  I've  attended  an  English 
speaking  Catholic  church,  so  I  feel  like  a 
beginner  myself  although  we  subscribe  to 
Catholic  papers  and  I  have  a  nice  collec- 
tion of  Catholic  literature  on  hand  at  pre- 
sent. 

Laura  is  getting  along  nicely  and  knows 
her  prayers.  In  fact  she  recited  the  Our 
Father  and  Hail  Mary  long  before  she  start- 
ed the  lessons,  she  can  read  most  of  the 
words  without  help.  Keep  up  the  good  work 
Sister  and  God  bless  you.  Sincerely, 

Mrs.  J.F.S. 

Thank  you  first  of  all,  for  the  children's 
lessons  and  secondly  for  the  encourage- 
ment you  have  written  on  their  lessons. 
Those  few  extra  words  have  made  each 
lesson  mean  so  much  more — at  least  they 
have  to  my  children  and  I  feel  they  do  to 
all  of  them.  Sincerely,       Mrs.  E.G. 

You  are  certainly  doing  a  great  service 
in  providing  these  lessons  for  children  who 
would  have  little  chance  of  getting  a  proper 
religious  education  otherwise.  I  am  grate- 
ful indeed — and  the  children  enjoy  the 
lessons.  \Trs.  L.S. 
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"I  was  pleased  to  know  that  the  Vancouver  house  has  the  memorial  chapel 
in  memory  of  Father  Daly.  Sister  Church  would  be  very  pleased,  but  I  expect 
she  knows.  If  you  could  let  me  have  a  picture  of  the  Shrine  (to  Our  Lady  of 
Lourdes)  I  would  be  very  grateful.  One  afternoon  I  called  in,  as  I  often  did, 
to  see  Sister  Church — she  was  wrapped  up  in  a  catalogue  of  statues.  I  was 
moaning  because  I  could  not  sell  the  "Marion",  our  small  block  of  flats,  my 
only  means  of  getting  back  to  England.  Sister  said,  "How  much  money  have 
you?"  I  looked  in  my  bag  and  said,  "Two  dollars."  She  said,  "Give  them  to  me 
— your  first  payment  on  the  statue  I  want  for  the  Lourdes  shrine  I  am  putting 
in  the  corner  of  the  garden."  The  statue  was  paid  for,  the  "Marion"  was  sold, 
we  got  back  to  England.  Such  was  Sister's  great  faith.  She  was  a  wonderful 
woman,  one  it  is  a  privilege  to  have  known. 


The  above  is  taken  from  a  letter  to  Sister  Fitzpatrick  from  a  lady 
who  lived  in  Vancouver  when  Sister  Church  was  Superior  of  our 
Vancouver  mission. 
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New  Zealand  to  Vancouver 

developed — friendships  which  make  a 
far  deeper  and  more  lasting  impres- 
sion than  scenery,  however  beautiful. 
For  what  is  a  country  without  people? 
People  are  the  country.  Once  a  person 
has  lived  at  the  S.O.S.  there  is  no 
possibility  of  forgetting  the  large  brown 
house  with  white  trim  which  stands  on 
the  corner  of  Eleventh  and  Pine.  The 
laughter,  the  shouting,  the  telephone 
ringing,  the  buzzer  constantly  buzzing, 


the  clatter  of  dishes,  the  bell  ringing 
for  chapel — all  these  things  add  to  the 
impressions  which  are  deeply  rooted 
in  memory. 

This  epistle,  which  I  hope  is  under- 
standable, is  briefly  what  I  think  and 
feel  as  I  leave  Vancouver.  In  writing 
it  I  extend  to  the  Sisters  of  Service  my 
fondest  admiration.  May  God  bless 
them  and  the  girls  who  reside  at  the 
Club,  both  now  and  in  the  future. 


BOOK  REVIEWS 


Look  -  the  Madona  Is  Weeping,  by 

Rev.  H.  Jongen,  S.M.M.  158  pp. 
Montfort  Publications,  Bayshore,  N.Y. 
$3.00. 

A  few  years  ago  we  were  startled 
and  perhaps  completely  incredulous 
on  hearing  from  Italy  the  story  of  a 
weeping  statue  of  Our  Blessed  Mother. 
Now  we  have  a  clear,  straight-forward 
account  of  the  facts  surrounding  this 
phenomenon  in  Father  H.  Jongen's 
book,  Look  -  the  Madona  Is  Weeping, 
the  reading  of  which  convinces  one 
that  there  is  much  evidence  to  attest 
to  the  genuineness  of  the  story. 

Father  Jongen,  a  member  of  the 
Company  of  Mary,  begins  his  book 
with  a  brief  but  interesting  account  of 
the  colourful  history  of  the  city  of 
Syracuse.  His  primary  purpose  in  this 
is  to  point  out  to  the  reader  possible 
reasons  why  Our  Blessed  Mother 
might  have  chosen  Syracuse  for  one  of 
her  manifestations  of  love  and  con- 
cern for  sinful  mankind.  This  historic 
sketch  is  followed  by  a  simple,  concise 
description  of  the  "miracle"  of  Syra- 
cuse when,  for  four  days  in  August 


1953,  tears  flowed  from  the  eyes  of  a 
plaster  Madonna  owned,  but  not  de- 
voutly venerated,  by  a  poor  working 
family  of  Syracuse.  The  story  unfolds 
with  factual  accounts  of  the  happen- 
ings which  result  from  the  spread  of 
the  news  that  the  Madonna  is  weeping 
— the  flocking  to  the  scene  of  the 
curious  crowds;  the  necessity  of  police 
intervention  and  inquiry;  efforts  by  the 
Communists  (Syracuse  was  a  Com- 
munist stronghold)  to  jeer  and  to  "un- 
mask;" laboratory  tests  of  the  tears 
which  showed  their  composition  to  be 
that  of  human  tears;  inquiry  by  Church 
authorities;  conversions,  pilgrimages 
and  apparent  miraculous  cures. 

The  book  includes  accounts  of  the 
great  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God 
which  has  developed  at  the  scene  of 
these  occurences  and  of  the  interest 
and  support  of  Church  dignitaries  and 
officials.  It  does  not  fail  to  point  out, 
nonetheless,  particularly  by  a  quota- 
tion from  Pope  Pius  XII  and  several 
from  Archbishop  Baranzini,  Arch- 
bishop of  Syracuse,  the  necessity  of 
submission  to  the  Church  and  respect 
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for  its  sole  authority  in  regard  to  the 
matter  of  pronouncing  on  the  authen- 
ticity of  the  supposed  miracle. 

The  latter  part  of  the  book  is  de- 
voted to  an  explanation  of  the  mes- 
sage the  Blessed  Mother  would  want 
to  express  to  mankind  through  her 
maternal  tears.  If  the  miracle  is 
authentic  it  is  primarily  a  means  to 
an  end — that  of  producing  reform  and 
goodness  in  the  lives  of  men.  Father 
Jongen  explains,  finally,  how  this  must 
be  done  through  the  Marian  Aposto- 
late.  MAJ 

The  Miracle  of  the  Mountain,  by 

Alden  Hatch.  224  pp.  Hawthorn. 
$4.95. 

This  book  combines  the  biography 
of  Brother  Andre  with  the  story  of 
St.  Joseph's  Oratory  in  Montreal  from 
its  beginning  to  the  present.  The  bi- 
ography is  based  on  the  sworn  testi- 
mony of  witnesses  interviewed  during 
the  informal  inquiry  into  the  life  of 
Brother  Andre  which  was  begun  in 
1941.  This  type  of  inquiry  is  so 
exhaustive  that  "by  the  time  the  pre- 
liminary investigation  was  completed, 
the  entire  story  of  Brother  Andre's 
simple  and  marvelous  life  was  on  the 
record." 

The  story  unfolds  through  the 
actual  questions  and  answers  recorded 
during  the  inquiry.  This  method  has 
the  double  advantage  of  presenting 
completely  factual  biographical  data 
and  of  pointing  up  the  scrupulous  care 
with  which  the  Church  investigates 
and  scrutinizes,  even  in  the  prelimin- 
ary stages,  the  lives  of  those  reputed 
to  have  practised  heroic  virtue.  Most 
of  the  answers  are  quoted  verbatim, 
then  enlarged  upon  by  the  author  who 
interviewed  many  of  Brother  Andre's 


confreres  in  religion,  his  friends  and 
associates.  In  presenting  the  "simple 
and  marvelous"  life  of  the  little  Bro- 
ther, Mr.  Hatch  is  to  be  commended 
for  the  restraint  with  which  he  has  re- 
ported the  marvelous,  and  the  fidelity 
with  which  he  has  high-lighted  the 
simplicity — the  latter  being  a  far  more 
convincing  proof  of  virtue  than  any 
number  of  marvels. 

Brother  Andre  emerges  from  the 
pages  of  this  book  as  a  very-much- 
alive  personality,  engaging,  lovable,  in- 
spiring. His  fondness  for  "outrageous 
puns,"  his  love  of  speed,  his  boyish 
smile  and  quick  temper  make  him  en- 
dearingly human.  His  tremendous  love 
for  God,  his  devotion  to  St.  Joseph, 
his  humility,  spirit  of  sacrifice  and  zeal 
for  souls  prove  him  to  be  a  tower  of 
virtue  soaring  over  most  of  us,  yet 
accessible  to  all. 

It  is  indeed  the  little  ones  of 
this  world  whom  God  has  chosen  — 
In  our  own  country,  in  our  own  time, 
a  humble  uneducated  little  lay-brother 
was  the  instrument  chosen  to  spread 
devotion  to  the  great  St.  Joseph  and 
to  spark  the  building  of  one  of  the 
great  religious  shrines  of  the  world,  the 
exquisite  basilica  which  soars  361  feet 
above  the  summit  of  Mount  Royal,  a 
mecca  toward  which  all  the  highways 
and  byways  of  America  have  led  and 
are  still  leading. 

This  reviewer  finds  it  regrettable 
that  the  translation  from  the  original 
French  of  the  testimony  was  not  more 
idiomatic  and  less  literal.  This  entirely 
literal  translation  results  in  expressions 
which,  to  English-speaking  Catholics, 
have  a  clumsy  and  unfamiliar  ring. 
Despite  this  flaw,  The  Miracle  on  the 
Mountain  is  highly  recommended 
EMZ 
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Memo 


from  the 
Editors  desk 


OUR  LADY  OF  SERVICE 

Elsewhere  in  this  issue  of  The  Field  at  Home  we  pay  tribute  to  Our  Lady 
of  Service.  Appropriately,  therefore,  we  reprint,  in  this  space,  portions  of 
an  editorial  written  by  Father  Daly  thirty-one  years  ago. 

"  'I  have  come  to  serve'  was  the  ideal  of  Mary's  life  as  it  was  that  of  her 
Divine  Son.  The  word  "service"  is  written  in  golden  letters  on  every  page 
of  the  pure  and  immaculate  existence  of  that  Virgin  Mother,  and  proves  an 
inspiration  to  those  who  wish  to  follow  her  footsteps. 

"When  the  great  summons  of  God  Eternal  came  to  Mary  through  the 
message  of  the  Archangel  Gabriel,  she  placed  herself  entirely  at  His  service: 
"Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord;  be  it  done  to  me  according  to  Thy  word." 
And  because  the  Immaculate  Virgin  was  fully  and  entirely  "the  handmaid 
of  the  Lord",  she  became  His  mother.  On  her  acceptance  of  service  at  that 
sublime  moment  hinges  the  tremendous  mystery  of  the  Incarnation  and  of  our 
Redemption.  Yes,  Mary  is  the  Mother  of  God  and  our  Mother  because  at  that 
solemn  hour  she  was  'Our  Lady  of  Service'. 

"To  follow  Mary  in  her  life  of  service  at  the  crib  of  Bethlehem,  during  the 
silent  and  hidden  years  of  Nazareth,  to  Calvary,  would  open  wonderful 
vistas  to  our  pious  meditations  .  .  .  And  when  one  analyses  all  the  consoling 
titles  with  which  the  Church,  along  the  course  of  centuries,  has  crowned  her 
holy  name  do  we  not  find  that  they  tell  of  her  service  to  our  poor  humanity? 
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"It  is,  therefore  but  natural  that,  in  all  ages,  souls  dedicated  to  missionary 
work  in  the  Church  of  God,  have  placed  their  endeavours  under  the  patronage 
and  care  of  Our  Lady  of  Service.  With  her  they  have  come  to  serve  her  Son 
in  the  great  field  where  always  "the  harvest  is  plentiful,  but  reapers  are  few." 

"To  Our  Lady  of  Service  do  we  therefore  consecrate  the  present  efforts  of 
our  Institute;  to  her  we  confide  the  future." 


Missionary  Vocation  of  the  Laity 

To  browse  through  the  scrap-books  of  press  clippings  which  are  care- 
fully treasured  at  the  Mother  House  is  a  rewarding  experience.  We  were 
interested  in  the  following  excerpt  from  the  Canadian  Register's  edition  of 
April  6,  1922.  The  message  is  as  timely  now  as  it  was  then. 

"...  First  we  must  have  —  and  this  means  our  leaders  especially  — 
the  realization  that  the  Mission  of  the  Catholic  Church  is  missions.  With 
this  to  build  upon  we  can  have  easily,  in  every  church  in  Canada,  great  and 
small,  rich  and  poor,  a  real  enthusiastic  support  of  missionary  endeavours  .  .  ." 

How,  we  wonder,  can  Catholics  remain  unmoved  by  the  potentialities 
of  their  missionary  vocation,  by  the  numerous  and  pressing  demands  of 
the  lay  apostolate?  Will  nothing  less  than  nuclear  weapons  blast  the  cocoon 
of  complacent  selfishness  with  which  they  have  surrounded  themselves?  A 
cocoon  in  which  civilized  Christian  living  might  be  epitomized  by  some 
such  slogan  as  "always  more,  always  better,  always  for  me".  How  long  will  it 
be  before  a  wide-awake  Catholic  laity,  vitally  aware  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiffs' 
summons  to  the  lay  apostolate,  will  come,  in  the  words  of  the  great  Arch- 
bishop Montini  of  Milan,  "to  one  conclusion,  namely,  the  necessity,  the  possi- 
bility of  that  energy  which,  springing  from  love,  can  alone  bring  forth  within 
the  Church  a  new  spirit  of  a  missionary  apostolate  and  thus  save  the  world." 


HE  WHO  LAUGHS  LAST  IS  THE  ONE  WHO  INTENDED 
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"We  may  look  busy  but  we're  just 
confused."  From  late  June  to  early 
September  almost  anyone  at  the 
Mother  House  could  quote  the  above 
and  be  very  close  to  the  truth.  Sisters 
arrive,  sisters  depart.  Old  friends  meet 
and  greet  with  squeals  of  delight  from 
the  sopranos  and  chesty  rumbles  from 
the  contraltos. 

But  by  September  first  the  birds 
of  passage  have  taken  flight.  Survivals 
and  new  arrivals  have  settled  down  to 
get  acquainted.  Routine  has  been  re- 
established with  many  a  welcoming 
sigh. 

Over  and  above  the  kaleidoscopic 
events  of  the  summer  one  period  stands 
serene  and  unchanging  —  the  annual 


retreat;  beacon-like,  the  memory  of 
those  eight  days  points  unwaveringly 
to  our  eternal  goal. 

The  retreat-master  was  Very  Rever- 
end Anthony  W.  Hall,  O.M.I.,  Ottawa. 
Father  Hall  dealt  with  the  theology 
of  the  religious  life.  Father's  approach 
to  his  topics  left  the  religious  state 
solidly  in  the  context  of  the  Christian 
life.  There  was  a  complete  absence  of 
the  rather  negative  attitude  which, 
though  stressing  that  the  religious  life 
is  blessed  by  the  Church,  that  it  exists 
for  the  greater  good  of  the  Church, 
may  give  the  impression  that  religious 
are  not  altogether  part  of  the  normal 
Christian  life  as  it  is  found  in  the 
Church. 


TO  TELL  THE  STORY  HIMSELF  A  LITTLE  LATER 
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Reverend  E.  J.  Dowling,  S.J.,  pre- 
sided at  the  reception  of  the  Habit  by 
Miss  Myrtle  Coghlan,  Port  Arthur, 
Ont.,  on  August  14.  On  the  Feast  of 
the  Assumption  Reverend  John  Lock- 
wood,  C.Ss.R.,  presided  at  the  Pro- 
fession of  First  Vows  by  Sister  Patricia 
Cooper,  Owen  Sound,  Ont.  and  of 
Final  Vows  by  Sisters  Margaret  Mary 
Denis,  Detroit,  Mich.,  Catherine  Mori- 
arty,  Berwick,  Ont.,  Kathleen  Allen, 


North  Bay,  Ont.,  and  Rita  Patenaude, 
Toronto.  Sister  Mary  Haider,  Cher- 
hill,  Alta.,  renewed  her  Vows  in  Winni- 
peg on  the  same  day. 

Also  on  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption 
four  sisters  celebrated  their  Silver  Ju- 
bilee of  Profession:  Sisters  Veronica 
Gillis,  Port  au  Port,  Newfoundland; 
Anne  Green,  Killaloe,  Ont.;  Josephine 
Dulaska,  Rochester,  Alta.  and  Leon  a 
Trautman,  Mildmay,  Ont. 


Silver  Jubilarians 


Sister  Veronica  Gillis,  Port  au  Port,  Newfoundland.  Sister 
Gillis  spent  three  years  in  Montreal  following  her  First  Pro- 
fession. She  was  appointed  Novice  Mistress  in  1937,  a  post 
which  she  filled  for  eight  years.  Sister  then  returned  to 
Club  work  and  has  been  stationed  in  Halifax,  Toronto  and 
Ottawa  where  she  is  presently  Superior.  In  1954  Sister  Gillis 
was  elected  to  the  General  Council  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 


Sister  Anne  Green,  Killaloe,  Ontario.  Most  of  Sister  Green's 
religious  life  has  been  spent  in  the  Residential  Clubs;  she  has 
been  stationed  in  Halifax,  Ottawa,  Toronto,  Winnipeg  and 
Vancouver.  But  Sister  Green  is  no  stranger  to  pioneering.  She 
spent  a  year  in  the  now-closed  mission  at  Minton,  Saskatche- 
wan and  has  just  completed  three  years  on  Christian  Island. 
Sister  is  presently  in  Halifax. 


HERE'S  TO  MY  FRIEND  WHO  KNOWS  I'M 
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Josephine 
Dulaska, 


Leona 
Trautman, 


Rochester,  Alberta.  Sister  Dulaska's  fluency 
in  several  languages  is  one  of  the  many 
qualities  which  makes  her  admirably  suited 
to  the  Port  Work  at  which  she  has  spent 
20  of  her  25  years  as  a  religious.  Except 
for  brief  intervals  in  Sinnett,  Saskatchewan 
and  Edson,  Alberta,  Sister  has  been  station- 
ed in  Halifax. 


Finally  Professed 


Sister 
Margaret  Mary 
Denis, 


Detroit,  Michigan.  Since  making  First  Pro- 
fession Sister  Denis  attended  St.  Michael's 
College  of  the  University  of  Toronto  where 
she  obtained  her  Bachelor  of  Arts  degree 
in  1958.  During  1958-59  Sister  was  a  stu- 
dent in  the  Faculty  of  Education,  Univer- 
sity of  Alberta.  She  is  now  teaching  high 
school  in  Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Peace  River,  Alberta. 

NOT  MUCH  GOOD  AND  CAN  FORGET  ] 


Mildmay,  Ontario.  Both  as  teacher  and 
catechist,  Sister  Trautman  has  spent  most 
of  her  religious  life  to  date  in  S.O.S.  rural 
missions.  She  has  taught  in  Camp  Morton, 
Christian  Island,  Wexford,  (Wexford  is 
now  a  part  of  Metropolitan  Toronto)  and 
Sinnett  where  she  is  missioned  at  the  present 
time. 


Sister 

Catherine 

Moriarty, 


Berwick,  Ontario.  Sister  Moriarty's  first 
assignment  was  to  the  Vancouver  Club. 
After  two  and  a  half  years  in  Vancouver 
Sister  was  transferred  to  Edmonton  where 
she  remained  until  she  came  East  to  make 
her  Perpetual  Vows.  Sister  Moriarty  is 
now  on  the  staff  of  the  Toronto  Club. 
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Sister 
Kathleen 
Allen, 

North  Bay,  Ontario.  Sister  Allen  who  is  a 
graduate  of  St.  Joseph's  General  Hospital 
School,  of  Nursing  in  North  Bay,  has  been 
on  the  nursing  staff  of  St.  John's  Hospital, 
Edson  since  she  made  First  Profession. 
Sister  returned  East  this  past  summer  to 
prepare  for  Final  Profession.  She  has  been 
reappointed  to  Edson. 


Newly  Professed 


Sister 

Patricia  Cooper, 

Owen  Sound, 
Ont. 


CORRECTING 


Sister 
Rita 

Patenaude, 

Toronto,  Ontario.  Following  her  First  Pro- 
fession in  August  1954,  Sister  Patenaude 
was  assigned  to  the  Residential  Club  in 
Ottawa  where  she  remained  until  August 
1958;  she  was  then  transferred  to  the  Mon- 
treal Club.  After  Final  Profession  on  August 
15,  Sister  Patenaude  returned  to  the  staff 
of  the  Montreal  Club. 


New  Novice 


Sister 

Myrtle  Coghlan, 

Port  Arthur, 
Ont. 
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FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR 


Though  busy  about  many  things  I  was  well  aware  of  the  youngsters  playing 
audibly  and  visibly  outside.  All  four  from  one  family,  they  had  come  into  Edson 
and  were  staying  at  the  convent  with  us  while  preparing  for  their  First  Holy 
Communion.  The  family  lived  on  a  homestead  out  in  one  of  the  more  inacces- 
sible Edson  missions.  As  the  crow  flies,  the  distance  from  town  was  not  great, 
but,  at  that  time,  the  roads  were  impassable  during  a  good  part  of  the  year; 
most  of  the  residents  in  the  area  came  to  Edson  only  in  time  of  emergency.  This 
particular  family  had  been  plagued  by  illness;  a  dark  cloud  which  showed  its 
silver  lining  when  the  children  came  to  stay  with  us.  They  had  all  been  hos- 
pitalized and  knew  the  sisters,  consequently  they  did  not  have  to  overcome  the 
fear  of  being  in  a  strange  place  among  strange  people. 

I  was  conscious  of  a  sudden  lull  outdoors.  With  the  adult's  innate  suspicion 
of  quiet  children  I  went  to  the  window.  Minnie  had  produced  a  large  green  pear 
at  which  she  was  nibbling  with  obvious  enjoyment.  The  others  watched,  hungrily 
envious  but  unsure  of  how  to  go  about  getting  a  share.  Suddenly  David  said, 
"Minnie,  you  know  Maw  told  you  not  to  eat  the  hide  off  them  things."  "Aw", 
replied  Minnie,  unmoved  and  unabashed,  "I'm  not  eatin'  the  hide,  I'm  just 
suckin'  the  soup  out." 

Sister  M.  O'Hare 
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Our  Lady  of  Service 


He  came,  not  to  be  ministered  unto, 
but  to  minister  and  you  are,  in  all  things,  like  to  Him, 
Our  Lady  of  Service. 

From  you  we,  who  have  come  to  serve,  must  learn. 
Teach  us  we  pray,  To  serve  Him  in  His  young  ones, 
Our  Lady  of  the  Schools. 

To  serve  by  catechizing  through  the  mail, 
Our  Lady  of  all  Space. 

To  serve  His  suffering  and  afflicted  members, 
Mother  of  Mercy  and  Health  of  the  Sick. 

To  serve  the  immigrant,  the  stranger  in  our  midst, 
Our  Lady  of  the  Emigrants. 

To  carry  o'er  the  length  and  breadth 
of  our  great  West  the  good  news  of  His  Love, 
Queen  of  the  Prairies. 

To  serve  all  whom  He  shall  send  to  us,  all  ways  and  all  for  Him, 
Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help. 

All  this  we,  who  have  come  to  serve, 
must  learn  from  you  who  are,  in  all  things,  like  to  Him, 
Our  Lady  of  Service. 

S.J.B. 
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South  of  the  Border 


A  Reverie 


Sister  M.  Haut 


On  my  return  from  the  summer's 
religious  vacation  schools  my  work- 
packed  days  fade  into  insignificance 
as  I  ponder  the  great  ideal  set  before 
our  Community  by  our  Founder,  Fath- 
er George  Daly,  CSs.  R.  How  fre- 
quently he  stressed  our  privilege  in 
being  allowed  to  influence  the  souls 
of  children,  souls  which  are  like  clay 
in  the  hands  of  a  potter. 

As  the  summer  days  passed  I  watch- 
ed the  children  romp  and  play,  study 
and  pray,  and  I  realized  that  the 
words  of  St.  Paul  are  applicable  even 
to  children,  "Now  there  are  diversities 
of  graces,  but  the  same  Spirit .  .  .  and 
there  are  diversities  of  operations  but 
the  same  God,  who  worketh  all  in 
all .  .  .  dividing  to  everyone  according 
as  He  will."  The  kingdom  of  God  is 
in  the  soul  of  every  child.  By  some, 
a  privileged  few,  a  longing  desire  for 
complete  dedication  to  the  Master's 
service  is  felt.  How  do  I  know?  The 


thoughts  of  God's  children  are  re- 
vealed in  many  ways. 

When  class  is  dismissed  and  I  think 
everyone  has  gone  out  to  play,  two 
linger  on,  eager  for  information. 

"Sister,  can  you  tell  me  about  a 
sister  who  goes  to  the  foreign  mis- 
sions? That  is  what  I  want  to  be,  a 
foreign  missionary."  And  from  the 
other,  "I  have  read  the  life  of  St. 
Therese  of  Lisieux  and  I  want  to  be 
a  sister  like  her.  I  have  thought  about 
it  for  a  year  now,  how  long  will  I  have 
to  wait  before  I  can  enter  and  where 
will  I  have  to  go?" 

Or  perhaps  it  is  otherwise  and  there 
is  no  commitment  on  the  part  of  the 
pupil,  but  I  wonder  more  each  day  if 
God  has  not  planted  the  seed  of  a 
vocation  to  the  priesthood  in  the  heart 
of  that  high  school  boy.  Then  on  Con- 
firmation day  his  mother  comes  to  me. 

"Don't  you  think  my  Jim  has  a 
vocation  to  the  priesthood?"  she  asks. 


WHEN  YOU  ARE  UP  TO  YOUR  NECK  IN  HOT 
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Her  mother's  heart  has  watched  and 
now,  as  he  stands  on  the  threshold  of 
manhood,  she  is  anxiously  wondering 
and  praying.  Whatever  Jim's  thoughts 
he  is  not  revealing  them  now.  His  only 
reply  to  his  mother's  inquiry  is,  "Mom, 
I'm  not  good  enough." 

We  can  learn  many  things  from 
children  —  to  pray,  for  example.  How 
many  of  us  can  make  an  act  of  spirit- 
ual communion  that  will  be  as  simple, 
as  loving  and  as  gracious  an  invitation 
to  the  Master  as  this  little  act  coming 
from  a  child  who  has  not  yet  made  his 
First  communion. 

"Dear  Jesus  I  love  You.  Please 
come  into  my  heart  and  stay  forever." 

Children  are  unpredictable.  Some- 
times it  is  not  easy  to  get  the  desired 
answer  from  them.  When,  in  desper- 
ation, I  ask  Denis  if  he  has  found  any 
sins  for  his  first  confession  he  curtly 


replies,  "I  have  only  one.  Bill  (his 
brother)  has  the  rest." 

I  asked  Ned,  "What  do  you  say  to 
Father  when  he  says,  'God  bless  you 
or  go  in  peace?' 

"I  say  'Goodbye  Father'."  Ned  re- 
plied. 

It  is  a  wonderful  relief  to  know  that 
God  always  understands. 

At  this  point  in  my  reverie  my 
thoughts  turn  to  two  great  priests  of 
our  diocese  who  died  during  the  sum- 
mer months:  Reverend  Fathers  Wil- 
fred Shannon  and  Alphonse  Cormier. 
During  life  none  could  have  loved 
children  more  than  they.  As  other 
Christs  they  made  His  words  their 
own,  "Suffer  the  little  children  to  come 
unto  Me  ...  for  of  such  is  the  King- 
dom of  Heaven."  May  God  grant 
them  eternal  rest. 


From  a  Lady  Catechist 

All  my  life  I  heard  of  summer  Reli- 
gious Vacation  Schools  but  it  was  not 
until  this  year  that  I  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  assisting  the  Sisters  of  Service 
as  a  lay  catechist.  When  I  was  ap- 
proached by  the  chaplain  of  the  Young 
Christian  Worker  (YCW)  group  of 
Fargo,  North  Dakota,  to  help  the  Sis- 
ters for  one  week  in  the  rural  areas, 
I  gladly  consented.  My  class  consisted 
of  eight  —  fifth  and  sixth  grade  boys 
—  my  objective  —  to  teach  them  to 
know,  to  love  and  to  serve  God. 

Great  persons  have  always  main- 
tained that  we  should  "aim  high"  even 
though  in  striving  for  our  goal,  we  fall 


short  of  our  expectations.  This  appar- 
ently is  the  philosophy  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service.  Within  those  five  days  of 
teaching,  my  class  did  not  achieve  the 
desired  goal.  If,  however,  the  students 
achieved  a  dim  awareness  of  their 
relationship  to  God  —  to  the  God  Who 
loves  them  infinitely  —  then  we  can 
consider  this  as  one  step  toward  their 
knowing,  loving  and  serving  Him. 

Becoming  involved  in  a  summer 
catechism  school  and  learning  of  the 
endless  work  of  Sisters  dedicated  to 
helping  these  children,  has  reinforced 
a  conviction  of  mine  concerning  the 
responsibility  we,  the  youth  of  today 
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Sister  Harding  with  Bernadine  Erickson. 


face  in  assuming  the  vocation  of  fath- 
ers and  mothers  of  the  future.  A  sum- 
mer catechism  class  will  never  relieve 
the  parents  of  the  obligation  of  reli- 
gious training  in  the  home.  Home- 
training  should  prepare  the  child  spirit- 
ually for  the  necessarily  concentrated 
program  of  a  Religious  Vacation 
School.  My  experience  has  been  that 
much  of  what  was  taught  in  class 
should  have  been  imparted  to  the 
children  in  their  own  homes.  This  ap- 
parently is  a  rather  common  obstacle 
when  teaching  catechism  .  .  .  parents 
simply  neglect  their  duty  in  this  regard. 
When  this  is  so  I  can't  help  but  believe 
that  parents  need  the  Religious  Vaca- 
tion School  as  much  as  the  children. 


Both  parents  and  laity  must  assume 
their  teaching  responsibilities  if  the 
work  of  various  orders  dedicated  to 
this  work  —  as  are  the  Sisters  of 
Service  —  is  to  continue  to  be  fruitful 
for  souls. 

The  initials  SOS  have  always  re- 
minded me  of  the  naval  term  "save 
our  ship".  This  is  symbolic  in  that  we 
trust  many  a  soul  has  been  saved  from 
shipwreck  as  a  result  of  the  efforts  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service.  From  one  tiny 
lay  voice  a  "thank  you"  for  your  dedi- 
cated work  for  souls  in  the  Fargo 
diocese. 

Bernadine  Erickson 


THE  STRAIGHT  AND  NARROW  PATH  WOULD  NOT 
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53    Just  a  line  to  say .  .  . 


Dear  Sister  Superior, 

Margaret  and  I  wish  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  you  and  your 
wonderful  community  of  Sisters  for  the  many  kindnesses  shown  to  us  during 
our  stay  at  1923. 

Since  we  left  Australia  this  is  the  first  time  we  have  felt  at  home  —  and 
with  it  came  a  feeling  of  warmth  and  contentment  which,  to  any  one  so  far 
from  their  own  country,  is  something  rarely  experienced. 

We  would  like  to  say  a  sincere  "thank  you"  for  your  parting  gift  —  it  will 
serve  as  a  constant  reminder  of  you  all,  and  be  assured  you  will  be  remembered 
in  rcmr  prayers. 

We  were  sorry  that  we  could  not  call  at  the  Mother  House  in  Toronto 
but  time  did  not  permit. 

To  S.O.S.A.  and  all  associated  activities  we  send  our  best  wishes  for 
their  continued  success. 

Once  again,  thank  you  for  everything.  God  bless  you  all. 


Yours  sincerely, 
Margaret  and  Patty 


The  above  letter  was  received  by  the  sisters  in  our  Montreal  Club 
from  two  Australian  girls  who  had  returned  home.  They  had 
toured  Europe  and  America  and  had  spent  several  months  in 
Montreal. 
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Our  weekend  catechism  classes  in 
Lumsden  had,  so  we  thought,  been 
satisfactorily  arranged  with  the  chil- 
dren all  in  their  proper  place.  But  on 
alighting  from  the  car  on  our  second 
weekend  we  were  surprised  to  see  six 
or  seven  new  pupils  awaiting  us.  As 
the  newcomers  were  being  assigned  to 
classes,  a  ten-year-old  Hungarian  boy 
seemed  reluctant  to  go  to  his  class. 
His  sister  who  was  seven  joined  my 
First  Communicants. 

I  had  barely  checked  attendance 
when  the  door  opened  and  in  came  a 
big  lad  from  the  senior  class  pushing 
the  little  Hungarian  ahead  of  him.  I 
went  to  meet  them  and  said.  "This  boy 
belongs  to  the  next  class,  he  is  ten 
years  old." 

"I  know,  Sister,  but  he  won't  go  in 
there." 

"What's  the  matter?"  I  enquired. 
"Wouldn't  you  like  to  be  with  children 
of  your  own  age?" 

"No!"  was  the  uncompromising 
reply. 

Hoping  to  arouse  his  pride  I  said, 
"You  don't  want  to  be  in  here  with  the 
little  ones,  do  you?" 

"No." 

A  thought  struck  me.  "Have  you 
made  your  First  Communion?"  I  asked. 

"Don't  know  what  you're  talking 
about,"  was  the  rather  unexpected 
reply. 

By  this  time  my  class  of  sixteen 
little  ones  was  highly  amused  and  I 
felt  that  enough  time  had  been  taken 
from  their  instruction  so  I  said  to  the 
big  lad,  "You  go  back  to  your  class 
and  I'll  decide  what  to  do  with  him." 

I  turned  to  my  young  problem  and 
said,  "Come  along  into  this  class  and 
see  how  you  like  it."  His  reply  was  to 


Hungarian 
Rhapsody 


go  over  to  a  far  corner  of  the  room  and 
sit  down  by  himself. 

Any  teacher  knows  what  a  distrac- 
tion this  sort  of  thing  can  be  to  a  class 
of  little  ones,  so  I  thought  it  time  to 
show  that  "the  velvet  scabbard  held 
a  sword  of  steel."  Placing  a  chair  at 
the  end  of  one  of  the  tables  I  said  to 
the  stubborn  one,  "These  children 
come  here  to  be  taught  about  God  and 
one  of  the  first  things  they  learn  is  to 
obey  their  teacher.  I'll  give  you  two 
minutes  either  to  come  into  this  class 
and  sit  on  this  chair  or  to  go  outside." 

Dead  silence  followed  this  announ- 
cement. I  looked  at  my  watch  and 
waited,  praying  as  hard  as  I  could 
that  he  would  make  the  right  decision. 

He  did.  Slowly  but  surely  he  made 
his  sullen  way  to  the  chair  appointed. 
Immediately  I  proceeded  with  the  class 
as  though  nothing  had  happened.  Ten 
minutes  later  I  noticed  a  gleam  of  in- 
terest replacing  the  sullen  frown,  so  I 
ventured  to  ask  him  a  question  on 
what  I  had  been  teaching.  He  answer- 
ed brightly  and  from  then  on  was  one 
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of  the  class.  I  found  out  that  his  name 
was  Julius  and  that  his  family  had 
come  to  Canada  from  Hungary  two 
years  ago.  I  still  could  not  find  out 
whether  he  had  made  his  First  Com- 
munion; he  did  not  seem  to  know 
what  the  words  meant. 

Later  in  the  day  while  teaching  the 
Mass,  I  showed  a  picture  of  the  priest 
giving  Holy  Communion  to  an  altar 
boy.  Up  went  Julius'  hand,  waving 
excitedly. 

"What  is  it,  Julius?" 

"Over  in  Hungary  I  used  to  dress 
like  that  little  boy  and  the  priest  used 
to  give  me  God  in  the  little  white 
Bread." 

Whereupon  I  knew  that  Julius  had 
not  only  made  his  First  Communion, 
but  had  also  been  an  altar  boy.  Of  a 
truth,  pictures  are  more  valuable  than 
words. 

During  afternoon  recess  Julius  came 
into  the  room  at  a  time  when  I  was 
alone  and  offered  me  an  orange.  As 
the  children  often  asked  me  to  keep 


money,  fruit,  etcetera  for  them  I  said, 
"Do  you  want  me  to  keep  this  for  you, 
Julius?" 

"No,  No,  Sister.  It  is  for  you.  I 
want  to  give  it  to  you."  I  breathed  a 
fervent  "Deo  Gratias"  realizing  that 
the  victory  was  won. 

Even  though  Julius  would  not  be  a 
First  Communicant  he  decided  to  stay 
in  the  class.  He  could  more  easily 
learn  how  to  go  to  confession  in  Eng- 
lish. 

On  First  Communion  Sunday  he 
went  to  confession  for  the  first  time  in 
four  years  and  received  with  his  little 
sister,  Maria,  who  was  making  her 
First  Communion. 

The  parents  of  the  two  children 
were  present  on  this  happy  day.  Neith- 
er could  speak  English  but  happiness 
shone  in  their  faces.  After  Mass  they 
came  to  shake  hands  and  the  Father 
had  Julius  translate  the  following  little 
speech:  "My  father  wants  to  say  thanks 
to  you  for  teaching  us  religion  and 
getting  Maria  ready  for  her  First  Com- 
munion." 


BETTER  THAN  THOSE  WHO  TRY  TO  DO  NOTHING  AND  SUCCEED 
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7Ke  Said  <?" 

Sister  E.  Tunney 


Pediatrics  in  Edson  Hospital  is  a 
small  department  for  small  people  in 
which,  oftener  than  not,  there  is  "no 
room  in  the  inn."  Usually  the  chil- 
dren's ward,  like  the  Scotchman's  taxi, 
has  over  100%  occupancy  and  a  wait- 
ing list.  It  is  amazing  just  how  many 
things  can  go  wrong  with  little  people; 
chest  conditions,  lacerations,  burns, 
broken  limbs,  poisoning,  to  mention 
only  a  few. 

At  times,  not  often,  all  is  quiet  and 
serene  as  in  Longfellow's  Children's 
Hour.  At  other  times  pandemonium 
reigns  or  rains.  Once  when  the  latter 
condition  prevailed  I  had  occasion  to 
go  to  the  ward  on  business.  On  at- 
tempting to  quieten  one  little  baby  I 
was  told  by  a  belligerent  three-year  old, 
"That's  not  your  baby.  That's  Sister 
Allen's." 

One  morning  a  few  months  ago  I 
had  the  first  of  many  encounters  with 
little  Susan.  As  I  was  going  down  the 
corridor  to  deliver  a  message  I  heard 
a  small,  quaint  voice  which  piped,  "See 
what  me's  got  out." 

What  "Me"  had  out  was  the  thumb 


of  her  right  hand.  Susan  looked  not 
unlike  an  Egyptian  mummy  wrapped, 
as  she  was,  in  bandages  from  her  waist 
up.  All  I  could  see  that  was  human 
was  a  pair  of  blue  eyes,  a  tiny  mouth, 
a  nose  and  the  famous  thumb.  Susan 
was  badly  burned  when  her  clothing 
caught  fire  from  matches  she  was 
lighting.  Her  parents  bundled  her  up 
and  brought  her  to  us  by  car,  a  distance 
of  45  miles. 

To  most  of  the  sisters  at  Edson 
Susan  was  no  stranger.  Just  over  six 
years  ago  she  was  a  premature  baby 
weighing  in  at  2  pounds  11  ounces. 
For  22  days  she  was  kept  in  the  in- 
cubator and  was  discharged  when  she 
was  seven  weeks  old;  she  weighed  five 
pounds  and  one  half  ounce.  Less  than 
two  weeks  after  her  discharge  she  was 
readmitted  with  a  chest  condition  from 
which,  however,  she  recovered  rapidly. 

"What  me's  got  out"  did  not  stay 
out  very  long,  because  our  little  patient 
used  the  free  thumb  to  loosen  her  other 
bandages.  Susan  proved  the  truth  of 
the  proverb  which  says,  "Necessity  is 
the  mother  of  invention."  It  was  amaz- 
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Mealtime  in  "Pediatrics'7.  Sisters  Reansbury  and  Schaf- 
hauser  preside. 


ing  to  see  how  quickly  and  easily  she 
substituted  her  feet  for  her  hands  in 
opening  drawers  and  helping  herself 
to  candy  from  the  table. 

Susan  suffered  greatly,  as  you  may 
well  imagine.  Sometimes  we  wondered 
if  she  would  really  pull  through.  Natur- 
ally, she  capitalized  on  her  illness  when 
she  could.  She  tried  tantrums  to  get 
her  own  way  but  Sister  Knechtel  was 
firm  with  her.  Without  lessening  Su- 
san's affection  for  her,  Sister  won  the 
child  over  to  proper  behaviour. 

Childlike,  Susan  had  a  great  curio- 
sity and  never  failed  to  ask  what  was 
in  every  package  she  saw,  regardless 
of  the  owner.  However,  when  her 
neighbours  sent  her  a  lovely  bride  doll, 
nicely  wrapped  in  gift  paper,  ribbon 
and  seals,  she  was  in  no  hurry  to  satisfy 
her  curiosity.  Picking  the  stickers  off 
carefully  and  deliberately  she  said, 
"Me  wants  these  'tamps  for  Sister 
'Nectel." 

We  all  tried  to  break  her  of  the 
habit  of  saying  "Me"  instead  of  "I"; 
perseveringly  we  asked  "Who?"  Some- 
times she  was  difficult  to  understand; 


once  when  asked  to  repeat  she  said, 
"Me  said  I." 

It  was  not  an  uncommon  sight  to 
see  Susan  leaning  against  Dr.  Crawford 
like  a  puppy  against  its  master.  The 
doctor  liked  to  hear  her  talk  and  one 
day  in  the  operating  room  he  asked 
her  if  she  could  feed  herself.  She  mum- 
bled something  and  then  said,  "It's  no 
darn  wonder  me  can't  with  all  these 
bandages." 

Susan  was  transferred  to  the  Univer- 
sity Hospital  in  Edmonton  for  a  skin 
graft  after  41  days  with  us.  When  say- 
ing goodbye  she  told  us,  "Me  going  to 
Edmonton  to  have  a  'kin  graft." 

We  had  another  very  interesting 
case;  a  five  month  old  baby  girl  with  a 
fractured  femur.  Her  leg  was  set  and 
put  in  traction  and  within  three  weeks 
she  was  discharged.  She  was  a  happy 
little  baby,  never  fretful  or  cranky. 

In  closing  I  would  suggest  that  if 
any  of  our  readers  are  planning  on 
fracturing  a  leg,  do  it  early,  say  during 
the  first  12  months.  You  will  then  be 
assured  of  a  speedy  recovery  like  our 
little  Lorraine. 


THAT  HIS  TAIL  WAGS  INSTEAD  OF  HIS  TONGUE 


OCTOBER  1959 


PAGE  SEVENTEEN 


SASKATOON — 

City  of  Potential 


Sister  I.  Ellis 


"I  am  a  citizen  of  no  mean  city"  was 
St.  Paul's  proud  boast.  We  who  live 
in  Saskatoon  can  echo  his  words.  Our 
city's  prosperity,  beauty  and  spacious- 
ness are  derived  from  the  fertile  Prairie 
which  forms  a  perfect  setting  for  this 
Hub  city.  Yet  another  of  Saskatoon's 
qualities  stridently  claims  attention  — 
its  potential. 

Saskatoon  is  young  and  vibrant.  In 
every  walk  of  life  an  energetic  burge- 
oning forth  of  new  life  is  to  be  seen 
which  indicates  the  untapped  resour- 
ces, spiritual  as  well  as  material,  which 
await  and  challenge  our  endeavour. 

Competent  and  able  leadership 
stemming  from  our  beloved  Bishop 
down  through  his  devoted  and  hard- 
working clergy,  incorporates  the  laity 
into  an  active  vital  force,  a  veritable 
dynamo  in  the  sphere  of  Catholic 
action. 

Another  proud  boast  is  our  Univer- 
sity which,  nobly  planned  and  housed, 
is  a  signal  credit  to  the  Province  of 
Saskatchewan.  St.  Thomas  More,  one 
of  the  affiliated  colleges,  provides  a 
favoured  place  in  which  the  Catholic 
student  may  attain  the  academic  stand- 


ing so  necessary  in  our  day  and  age. 
At  the  same  time,  under  the  watchful 
solicitude  of  the  Basilian  Fathers,  the 
student  may,  in  his  own  measure, 
achieve  the  "fullness  of  the  stature  of 
Christ"  by  participation  in  a  well- 
rounded  programme  intended  to  deve- 
lop Catholic  social  leaders  in  every 
walk  of  life. 

In  1945  Bishop  Pocock,  who  is  now 
Archbishop  of  Winnipeg,  invited  the 
Sisters  of  Service  to  open  a  residence 
for  women  students  of  St.  Thomas 
More  College.  Here  the  students  enjoy 
the  advantages  of  social  life  in  a  group 
with  similar  interests  and  activities, 
the  security  and  comfort  of  a  well- 
ordered  home  and  the  certain  know- 
ledge of  the  love  and  care  of  the  Sis- 
ters at  all  times. 

The  chaplain  service  to  the  Resi- 
dence which  is  provided  by  the  Basili- 
an Fathers  not  only  affords  an  oppor- 
tunity for  daily  Mass  in  the  house  but 
makes  many  informal  and  valuable 
contacts  with  the  Fathers  possible. 

St.  Thomas  More,  as  a  Catholic 
College,  is  dedicated  to  truth  in  all  its 
manifestations,  its  aim  is  to  satisfy 
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the  students'  basic  need  for  truth.  As 
an  affiliated  college  in  a  Provincial 
university  it  enjoys  facilities  which 
most  private  institutions  would  have 
difficulty  in  providing  on  their  own 
resources.  At  the  same  time  St.  Tho- 
mas More  College  safeguards  the  other- 
worldliness  of  Catholic  education  while 
insisting  that  "other  worldliness  in- 
cludes our  completion  in  time  as  well 
as  in  eternity." 

These  are  our  greatest  potential  — 


these  future  mothers,  teachers,  nurses, 
social  workers,  lay  and  religious,  on 
these  and  others  like  them  the  future 
of  the  Church  in  Saskatchewan  de- 
pends. Potentially  they  are  leaders  for 
God.  Will  they  assume  that  role?  Will 
they  build  a  bastion  here  in  the  West 
to  stem  the  rising  tide  of  materialism? 
The  challenge  is  theirs.  God  grant  that, 
strong  in  their  faith  and  in  a  spirit  of 
sacrifice,  the  challenge  will  be  met. 


A  Flashback 


Along  Cariboo  Trails 


Sr.  C.  Donnelly 


A  university  professor  teaching  a 
summer-school  class  in  Saskatoon, 
said  to  his  class, 

"You  see  on  the  campus  those 
teachers  dressed  in  a  grey  uniform. 
They  are  Sisters  of  Service.  They  visit 
the  homes  of  their  pupils.  This  is  what 
teachers  ought  to  do." 

Twenty-five  years  ago,  two  of  us 
made  our  first  attempt  to  contact  all 
the  homes,  Catholic  and  non-Catholic, 
and  to  gather  together  and  teach 
groups  of  Catholic  children,  far  west 
of  the  Rocky  Mountains  in  the  last 
great  cattle  country,  The  Cariboo  dis- 
trict of  British  Columbia.  A  full  ac- 
count of  our  two  summers  in  the  moun- 
tain regions  would  fill  a  book.  How- 
ever, a  cross-section,  using  the  month 
of  May,  1934,  will  suffice  to  enlighten 
the  interested. 

They  were  daring  but  not  fool-hardy 
adventures  and  I  feel  sure  that  Provi- 
dence stands  by  to  guard  those  who 
take  some  risks  for  a  good  cause. 


North  from  Vancouver  we  headed  in 
an  Essex  car,  following  the  narrow 
precipitous,  tunnelled,  twisting  Cari- 
boo Road.  Our  gyrations  over  the 
Jack-Ass  Mountain  meant  a  late  arriv- 
al at  Lytton.  There  we  met  the  whole- 
some kindness  of  Mrs.  Brophy  and 
her  daughter  at  their  tourist  centre; 
the  generosity  of  a  kind  Irish  lady, 
Mrs.  Floyd,  and  of  the  good  old  Italian 
at  the  filling  station  who  gave  us  a  do- 
nation and  said, 

"You  know  I'm  going  to  die  soon, 
I'm  getting  kinder  every  day." 

By  dusk  of  the  second  day,  we  were 
at  the  upper  gate-way  of  The  Cariboo, 
being  welcomed  by  Mrs.  Smith  and  her 
daughter  Mary.  They  had  lived  for 
twenty  years  in  a  house  built  above 
and  over  a  roaring  mountain-torrent. 
We  reveled  in  the  atmosphere  of 
warm  and  loving  hospitality  and  in 
their  entertaining  stories. 

Next  day  we  started  for  the  Koster- 
ing  home  on  Big  Bar  Mountain.  The 
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Sisters  Donnelly  and  Faye  with  riding  companions. 


road,  via  Kelly  Lake  and  Jesmond, 
ran  like  a  roller-coaster,  up  and  down 
small  hills  and  big  ones  with  great 
mountains  and  forests  at  the  sides. 
With  the  help  of  a  guiding  letter  from 
Reverend  Father  A.  L.  Maclntyre  and 
information  from  Indian  riders  whom 
we  met,  we  reached  the  gate  of  the 
ranch  just  as  the  sinking  sun,  playing 
with  the  mountain  tops,  produced  an 
ethereal,  spell-binding  effect,  which  I 
have  never  since  seen.  The  Kostering 
welcome,  if  shy,  was  sincere.  We  park- 
ed near  the  chicken  house.  A  white 
Leghorn  rooster  was  on  guard  over  us 
early  next  morning  while  the  sun 
warmed  us  in  our  car-bed  after  the 
cool  night.  After  breakfast  and  a  chat 
in  the  house  we  left  for  the  small  pu- 
blic school  where  we  found  a  resource- 
ful and  generous  friend  in  the  teacher, 
Mr.  Burtt.  He  gave  us  a  kind  welcome, 

DOGGIE"  UNTIL  YOU  CAN  FIND  A  ROCK 


much  excellent  information,  and  good 
advice  about  the  roads.  He  offered  us 
a  four-gallon  can  for  gasoline,  the  loan 
of  a  coal-oil  stove,  a  bottle  of  wood 
alcohol,  and  a  new  tow-rope.  He  ad- 
vised us  to  carry  always  in  the  car,  a 
set  of  chains,  a  flashlight,  a  tow-rope 
and  an  axe.  He  loosened  our  front 
brakes  to  prevent  a  somersault  of  the 
car  on  a  steep  decline.  We  were  later 
to  travel  by  the  short-cut,  a  drop  of 
two  thousand  feet  in  one  mile,  down  to 
the  Big  Bar  Creek  to  teach  in  the  tiny 
log  school  there. 

We  visited  the  non-Catholic  homes 
and  were  graciously  welcomed.  With 
the  cattle-branding  season  on,  the 
milking  of  many  cows  and  the  garden- 
ing it  was  a  busy  time  for  the  Koster- 
ings  but  the  girls  came  with  us  to 
guide  us  to  the  homes.  We  helped 
them  in  small  ways,  I  managed  to  milk 
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A  pause  on  the  Cariboo  trail. 


a  cow  for  Ivy  Kostering.  They,  and  we, 
too  came  to  enjoy  the  days  together 
and  when  we  finally  left,  they  wept. 

Mr.  Burtt  in  his  car,  guided  us 
around  by  Jesmond  P.O.  where  the 
Cold  well  family  lived,  to  the  Big  Bar 
Creek.  The  Coldwells  served  us  a  dain- 
ty meal  garnished  by  delightful  con- 
versation. There  were  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Coldwell,  Elsie  and  Evelyn,  Mr.  Burtt, 
Sister  Faye  and  I  —  all  non-Catholics 
except  we  two.  From  Coldwell's  we 
descended  westward  towards  the  Fra- 
ser,  to  the  bottom  of  a  steep  hill,  Mr. 
Burtt  drove  ahead  in  his  old  Lexing- 
ton car  making  signs  with  his  arm  to 
show  us  where  to  drive  on  second, 
where  on  first,  He  left  us  and  we  went 
down,  down,  then  up  to  a  great  height 
where  we  could  see  the  continuation 
of  our  road  swinging  back  like  a  white 
thread  away  below  us  and  skirting  the 
Fraser  River.  By  stopping  at  the  top 
and  backing  we  made  the  turn  and 
swung  downward  on  the  trail  beside 
the  roaring,  muddy  Fraser.  A  blind 
man,  Mrs.  Grinder's  brother,  was 
standing  under  a  huge  mulberry  tree, 


waiting  for  us.  We  were  soon  parked 
near  the  mouth  of  the  tumultuous  Big 
Bar  Creek  under  a  cotton  wood  tree. 
Again  we  met  good  friends,  this  time 
the  Grinder  family,  who  fed  and  help- 
ed us.  In  the  little  log  school  we  taught 
a  small  group  of  appreciative  children 
and  adults.  Southward  along  the  sandy 
shore  of  the  Fraser,  we  rode  one  day 
to  bring  a  message  about  Mass  and 
the  baptizing  of  a  baby,  to  people  on 
the  abandoned  Sheep-and-Wool  ranch. 
There  were  five  of  us  on  saddle  horses 
when  we  were  joined  by  two  cowboys 
riding  partly-tamed  bronchos  from  the 
wild-horse  ranges  west  of  the  Fraser. 
Father  Maclntyre  said  the  annual  Mass 
the  following  Thursday.  There  was  an 
excellent  attendance  at  that  Mass,  most 
of  the  congregation  had  come  miles  on 
horseback  including  the  mother  with 
the  baby  for  Baptism.  A  happy  picnic 
breakfast  afterwards  in  a  charming 
spot  finished  the  morning  off.  At  part- 
ing, the  people  all  stood  and  watched 
us  drive  away,  Father  Maclntyre  lead- 
ing with  his  car. 

To  be  continued. 
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Thanksgiving  1959 


God  is  our  refuge  and  stronghold; 
sovereign  aid  He  has  brought  us  in 
the  hour  of  peril. 

Not  for  us  to  be  afraid,  though 
earth  should  tumble  about  us,  and 
hills  be  carried  away  into  the  depths 
of  the  sea. 

See  how  its  waters  rage  and  roar, 
how  the  hills  tremble  before  its  might! 
The  Lord  of  hosts  is  with  us,  the  God 
of  Jacob  is  our  refuge. 

The  city  of  God,  enriched  with  flow- 
ing waters  is  the  chosen  sanctuary  of 
the  most  High. 

God  dwells  within  her,  and  she 
stands  unmoved;  with  break  of  dawn 
He  will  grant  her  deliverance. 


Nations  may  be  in  turmoil,  and 
thrones  totter,  earth  shrink  away  be- 
fore His  voice; 

But  the  Lord  of  hosts  is  with  us,  the 
God  of  Jacob  is  our  refuge. 

Come  near,  and  see  God's  acts, 
His  marvellous  acts  done  on  earth; 

How  He  puts  an  end  to  wars  all 
over  the  world,  the  bow  shivered,  the 
lances  shattered,  the  shields  burnt  to 
ashes! 

Wait  quietly,  and  you  shall  have 
proof  that  I  am  God,  claiming  empire 
among  nations,  claiming  empire  over 
the  world. 

The  Lord  of  hosts  is  with  us,  the 
God  of  Jacob  is  our  refuge. 

Psalm  45 


DESPISE  YOURSELF,  DESPISE  THE  WORLD,  BUT,  GET  UP  AND  START  AGAIN 
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A  Nursing  Sister  is  the  minister 
of  His  loving  mercy  — 

Life,  feeble  and  trembling, 
is  in  her  hands. 
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When  sickness  comes,  when  pain  and  suffering  have  shattered 
our  bodily  frame,  the  soul  rises  to  the  surface.  The  temporal  outlook 
on  life  pales  into  insignificance  and  the  vision  of  eternity  slowly 
breaks  on  the  horizon.  This  is  the  nursing  sister's  opportunity.  And 
indeed,  how  many  souls  will  owe  their  eternal  salvation,  their 
return  to  the  faith  of  their  baptism,  their  conversion,  to  her  kind 
ministrations,  her  tempered  reproach  and  timely  advice. 

This  is  so  true  that  our  hospitals  on  the  Mission  Field  are 
blessed  havens  of  salvation.  They  are  like  so  many  harbours, 
scattered  along  the  coast  line  of  life,  where  dismantled  and  ship- 
wrecked souls  have  put  in  to  find  safety  and  peace.  Their  work  of 
mercy  opens  the  door  to  spiritual  benefactions.  God  alone  could 
write  the  "high  romance"  of  our  mission  hospitals. 

How  many  Catholic  nurses  would  find  in  this  missionary  en- 
deavour the  realization  of  their  generous  dreams!  And  what  a  great 
help  they  would  be  to  Mother  Church. 

Catholic  nurses,  why  stand  all  the  day  idle  .  .  .  when  such 
important  work  can  be  accomplished  by  a  dedicated  life. 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  in  A  CALL  TO  SERVICE 
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From  Religious  Correspondence  Schools  in  Edmonton,  Regina  and  Fargo,  N.D. 


3)  eat  Si&tefol 


Short  and  to  the  point 

Thank  you  for  giving  me  honors.  Love, 

Orillia 

Thank  you  very  much  for  the  certificate 
for  completing  the  Apostes  Creed.  I'm 
happy  I  could  take  the  instructions.  God 
bless  you.  Yours  truley, 

Judith 

I  have  sent  you  $1.00  for  your  trouble 
over  one  in  giving  me  these  small  books. 
I  have  made  a  cover  and  when  I  get  all 
the  books  I  will  have  a  big  book  of  the  life 
of  Jesus.  From 

Marie 

I'm  just  writing  a  note  to  enclose  with 
our  lessons.  We  are  sorry  that  we  got  so 
far  behind  last  year  and  hope  to  do  better 
this  year.  Yours  truly, 

Linda 


I  like  the  book  and  the  pictures  in  it.  It  is 
very  nice  to  get  lessons  from  the  Sisters  of 
Services.  I  want  very  much  to  get  to 
heaven  when  I  died.  And  even  know  I 
wish  I  could  see  Jesus  coming  to  see  me. 
I  think  that  is  whent  Jesus  wants  me  to 
do.  And  love  Him.  God  bless  you  and  all 
the  other  Sisters  of  Services.  Thank  you 
for  the  book. 

Elsa 

With  Grateful  Hearts 

Richard,  Joan  and  I  are  very  glad  that 
the  lessons  have  started  again.  We  look 
forward  to  receiving  them  as  much  as  we 
look  forward  to  school  starting.  We  really 
appreciate  the  opportunity  they  give  us 
to  learn.  Being  that  we  are  from  the  coun- 
try, it  is  not  possible  for  us  to  take  Cate- 
chism in  town.  Many  thanks  from  all  of 
us  including  our  parents  for  the  wonderful 
job  you  are  doing. 

Roseanne 


THE  GREATEST  UNDEVELOPED  TERRITORY 
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Thank  you  very  much  for  the  catechism 
papers,  my  sister  and  I  enjoyed  them  very 
much.  We  wondered  if  you  could  send  us 
quite  a  few  catechism  papers  at  once  be- 
cause we  think  we  might  be  far  behind. 
I  am  sure  we  could  answer  them  all  as  we 
have  a  lot  of  catechism  books,  prayer  books 
and  a  lovely  big  cathlic  famly  bible  that 
we  read  very  often.  I  made  my  first  holy 
communion  on  June  17,  1956.  God  bless 
y°u-  Delia 

Enclosed  find  25c  for  the  lovely  cate- 
chism you  sent  me.  You  may  be  sure  I 
will  keep  it  forever.  Thank  you  for  the 
calenders  they  are  very  nice.  The  pictures 
in  my  new  book  are  very  beautiful,  I  look 
through  it  many  times  a  day.  Thank  you 
again.  Your  pupil,  Marilyn 

Thank  you  for  the  lessons  I  am  saving 
stamps  for  you  and  the  stamp  Corner  I 
have  21  already.  Donna  is  not  taking  her 
lessons  no  more  because  she  is  taking  her 
grade  twelve.  She  hopes  that  she  passes 
than  she  is  going  to  be  a  school  teacher. 
It  sure  is  nice  getting  outside  isn't  it?  I 
am  going  to  try  and  save  as  many  stamps 
as  I  can.  I  sure  hope  that  I  pass  this  year 
then  I  will  be  in  grade  eight.  This  grade  is 
going  to  be  hard.  Please  pray  for  Donna. 


Many  thanks  for  the  lovely  magazines 
just  received.  My  sister  is  8  years  old  grade 
3  who  made  her  first  Holy  Communion  and 
is  ready  to  make  her  confirmation  &  Myself 
age  10  Grade  5  &  Ready  to  make  my  Con- 
firmation are  looking  forward  to  receiving 
your  Correspondence  lessons  soon  as  we 
enjoy  them  so  very  much.  We  are  at  my 
aunt's  today  for  Catechism  she  wants  your 
prayers  as  she  isn't  well  and  neither  is  my 
uncle.  Hoping  you  had  a  nice  summer  & 
rest.  May  God  bless  you.  Please  Pray  for  us. 

Linda 

Of  Many  Things 

I  wish  to  thank  you  for  the  wonderful 
prayer  book  I  received  after  completing 
my  course.  I  enjoyed  doing  the  lessons 
these  past  years  and  now  that  I  have  com- 
pleted them,  I  would  like  to  ask  you  if  it 
would  possible  to  send  me  my  record.  I 
would  like  my  marks  from  the  time  I 


started  the  beginner's  course  until  I  com- 
pleted them.  I  would  certainly  appreciate 
them  and  it  would  be  something  to  look 
back  on,  if  it  is  at  all  possible.  Thank  you 
very  much.  Bernadette 

I  am  very  sorry  I  did  not  keep  up  with 
my  correspondence  course  but  I  have  mov- 
ed from  Alberta  since  them  and  I  did  not 
get  my  mail  until  now  so  I  hope  you  are 
not  too  depressed  with  me.  I  have  not  re- 
ceived any  of  your  lessons  so  you  shall 
have  to  send  me  them.  I  have  a  niece 
here  called  Christine.  She  is  8  years  old 
and  in  grade  4.  She  would  like  to  get  les- 
sons from  you  too.  My  older  sister  Jeanne 
also  used  to  get  lessons  from  you  she  is 
now  16  years  old  and  in  grade  12.  She 
was  going  to  a  Catholic  school  before  this 
year  and  she  got  the  highest  mark  in  here 
grade.  She  is  now  going  to  school  here. 
She  still  writes  to  the  Sister  that  was  her 
principal  there  so  I  don't  know  if  she  will 
want  to  take  lessons  from  you  as  she  has 
a  big  year  of  school  ahead  of  her  as  she 
wants  to  graduate  and  go  in  for  nursing. 
So  you  can  write  to  her  if  you  want  to. 

I  hope  to  hear  from  you  soon  and  you 
can  mail  our  lessons  together  as  we  often 
stay  together  and  I  can  give  them  to  her. 
I  thank  you  very  much  for  your  trouble 
and  hope  to  hear  from  you  in  the  very 
near  future.  Yours  truly, 

Connie 

I'm  in  grade  five,  Mrs.  P.'s  room.  I  sure 
like  her  for  teacher.  I'm  in  the  new  school 
this  year.  It  is  the  first  year  the  new  school 
has  been  opened.  My  cousin  Karen  is  go- 
ing to  stay  at  my  home  on  Hallowe'en 
night.  Dennis  will,  be  six  in  Nov.  He  says 
the  Hail  Mary  and  the  Our  Father.  Mom 
is  teaching  him  catechism  lessons  at  home. 
Dennis  broke  his  arm  about  three  weeks 
ago.  His  cast  is  off  and  his  arm  is  better. 
My  baby  sister  is  sure  getting  big.  She  is 
about  a  year  and  a  half  and  can  she  ever 
get  into  mischief.  When  she  gets  into  the 
drawers  does  she  ever  have  fun  until  you 
see  her.  There  is  one  cubbord  that  Mom  lets 
her  play  in.  I  was  sick  Friday  night,  Satur- 
day and  I  felt  a  bit  sick  today,  but  I  o.k. 
now.  The  whole  family  is  fine  right  now.  I 
enjoyed  the  picture  and  prayer  book  which 
you  sent  me.  I'm  going  to  try  to  learn  the 
prayer.  Yours  respectfully. 

Margaret 
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Perpetual  Help 
Mission  Club 


Well,  here  we  are  again  with  Sum- 
mer gone  and  the  colourful  beauty  of 
Autumn  before  us.  I  love  Autumn, 
don't  you?  I  love  its  crisp  air  and  the 
warmth  of  its  rich  hues  —  browns, 
reds,  golds  and  greens.  But  mostly  I 
love  its  feasts.  In  the  Autumn  we  have 
a  procession  of  feasts  which  the  Church 
has  given  us  for  our  admiration,  in- 
spiration and  consolation.  Starting 
early  in  September  with  the  birthday  of 
Our  Blessed  Mother  they  march  across 
the  pages  of  the  liturgy  and  wind  up  in 
the  majestic  Kingship  of  Christ,  at 
the  end  of  October,  and  the  wonder- 
fully comforting  feasts  of  All  Saints 
and  All  Souls  at  the  beginning  of 
November. 

Right  in  the  middle  of  these  Fall 
feasts  on  October  3rd  we  have  the  feast 
of  St.  Therese  of  the  Child  Jesus,  the 
Little  Flower.  Though  St.  Therese  was 
a  Carmelite  nun  who  never  left  her 


cloistered  convent,  though  she  was 
only  twenty-four  years  old  when  she 
died,  she  had  done  so  much  for  the 
Missions  through  prayer  and  sacrifice 
that  the  Church  has  named  her  Pa- 
troness of  the  Missions. 

St.  Therese  should  be  a  model  for 
all  of  us  who  are  interested  in  the 
Missions  —  and  all  of  us  should  be. 
Members  of  the  Perpetual  Help  Mis- 
sion Club  particularly,  I  believe,  can 
try  to  imitate,  each  in  her  own  way, 
the  Little  Flower's  zeal  for  the  Mis- 
sions. 

You  can  imitate  her  through  prayer, 
by  being  faithful  to  the  six  Hail  Marys 
daily  which  are  the  only  condition  for 
membership  in  our  Mission  Club. 

You  can  imitate  her,  also,  by  sacri- 
fices. There  are  so  many,  many  little 
sacrifices  which  you  can  make,  and 
which,  when  made  for  the  love  of  God 
and  offered  for  the  Missions,  can  be 


ANY  FRIENDSHIP  YOU  CAN  BUY  COSTS  MORE  THAN  ITS  WORTH 
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very  effective  and  powerful  in  drawing 
down  grace  upon  many  needy  souls. 
Little  sacrifices  are  best  because  no- 
body knows  about  them  but  God  and 
you. 

How  about  it?  Let's  all  try  to  make 
this  Autumn  1959  much  more  beauti- 
ful because  of  the  prayers  and  sacri- 
fices which  we  send  Heavenwards  in 
a  steady  stream  for  the  Missions.  Let 
us  offer  them  particularly  for  an  in- 
crease of  vocations  to  the  priesthood 
and  the  religious  life. 

*       *  * 


Some  of  you  new  readers  may  be 
interested  in  knowing  something  about 
our  Perpetual  Help  Mission  Club. 

It  is  a  Club  for  girls  who  are  in- 
terested in  learning  about  the  needs 
of  the  Home  Missions  and  the  work 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Club  mem- 
bers receive  monthly  letters  from  us 
which  tell  of  the  missionary  work  to 
be  done  in  The  Mission  Field  at  Home 
and  of  our  part  in  that  work.  Any  girl 


who  is  interested  in  joining  the  Club 
may  do  so  by  filling  in  the  coupon 
below  and  sending  it  to  us.  The  only 
condition  for  membership  is  that  mem- 
bers say  six  Hail  Marys  every  day, 
three  for  an  increase  of  vocations  to 
the  priesthood  and  the  religious  life, 
and  three  for  the  Missions  of  the 
Church  all  over  the  world. 

*       *  * 

Congratulations  are  in  order  to 
three  of  our  Mission  Club  Members: 

Stella  Bieleskie  of  Manning,  Alta. 
who  entered  the  Sisters  of  Mission 
Service  in  Saskatoon. 

Kathleen  King,  Livonia,  Mich,  who 
entered  the  Aspirants'  School  of  the 
Felician  Sisters  in  Detroit. 

Carole  McGreevy,  Montreal,  Que. 
who  entered  the  Sisters  of  Service 
Novitiate  in  Toronto. 

Let  us  pray  that  all  three  will  obtain 
the  grace  of  perseverance  in  their  vo- 
cation. 


SISTERS  OF  SERVICE  -  2  WELLESLEY  PLACE,  TORONTO  5,  ONT. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  would  like  to  hear  more  about  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  I 
understand  that  this  does  not  bind  me  in  any  way. 

Name   Age  

Street  

City   Zone   Province  
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S.O.S.-oqram 


Sister  Phillips  and  pupils  in  the  Nelson 
Diocese. 


Nelson,  B.C.  A  sister-catechist  writes 
from  Nelson:  "I  am  full  of  admiration 
for  the  plan  the  Redemptorists  have 
for  summer  schools.  They  give  the 
children  the  marvellous  opportunities 
for  grace  that  only  a  priest  can  give 
—  daily  Mass  at  an  hour  when  the 
children  may  receive  Holy  Communi- 
on, the  presence  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment in  the  church  during  the  time  of 
summer  school,  Benediction  and  Con- 
fession every  day.  One  cannot  help 
believing  that  God  must  bless  their 
work. 

"The  Sisters  of  St.  Ann  were  won- 


derful to  us  as  always.  We  were  wel- 
comed as  if  we  were  their  own  and 
were  treated  as  honoured  guests.  I 
love  the  Mount.  It  was  a  real  inspira- 
tion to  see  the  Sisters  preparing  the 
patients  for  daily  Mass,  bringing  many 
wheelchairs  and  even  a  stretcher  or 
two  to  the  chapel  so  that  the  Catholics 
could  get  to  Mass.  Nothing  seems  to 
be  too  much  trouble." 


Regina,  Sask.  When  Sister  Margaret 
Murphy  finished  vacation  school  in 
one  place  this  summer  she  was  faced 
with  the  problem  of  covering  the  150 
miles  to  her  next  mission.  The  couple 
who  charitably  volunteered  to  drive 
her  there  went  to  a  car  bingo  on  the 
following  day  and  won  $1,000.  "That's 
getting  it  back  a  thousandfold,"  says 
Sister  Murphy. 


Sinnett,  Sask.  Sisters  Mary  Regan 
and  Barton  spent  a  busy  two  weeks  at 
Govan.  The  pastor,  Father  Andreis, 
had  a  very  large  farm  house  and  three 
granaries  for  use  during  the  summer 
school.  Two  granaries  were  used  as 
classrooms  and  the  third  as  a  chapel. 
The  sixty-five  children  had  brought 
their  mattresses  etcetera  and  lived  at 
the  house. 
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Seba  Beach,  Alberta.  Glen  Mary, 

the  S.O.S.  summer  cottage  at  Seba 
Beach  on  beautiful  Lake  Waubamun, 
is  a  happy,  busy  place  during  the 
summer  months.  S.O.S.  vacationers 
from  the  various  western  missions 
gather,  a  few  at  a  time,  to  enjoy  a 
welcome  rest  from  club  work,  teach- 
ing, nursing  or  catechizing.  One  vaca- 
tioner wrote:  "Since  our  arrival  a  week 
ago  we  have  gone  on  a  sick-call,  been 
chased  by  a  moose,  explored  the  lake 
and  found  an  ultra-secluded  spot.  We 
go  boating  daily  except  on  the  week- 
ends when  there  are  too  many  other 
boats  to  compete  with.  It  has  been  a 
perfect  time,  warm  and  sunny  with 
light  rains  to  cool  us  off  at  night.  And 
it  is  so  quiet." 


Toronto.  Our  congratulations  to  Sis- 
ter Lydia  Tyszko  who  graduated  this 
summer  from  the  Maritime  School  of 
Social  Work  in  Halifax. 

Three  new  names  have  been  added 
to  the  S.O.S.  student  list;  Sister  Anna 
McNally  to  St.  Joseph's  Teachers' 
College,  Montreal;  Sisters  Adrienne 
Pelletier  and  Mary  Haider  to  the 
School  of  Nursing,  Misericordia  Hospi- 
tal, Edmonton. 

Sister  MacNeil,  vacation-bent,  ac- 
companied Sisters  MacLellan  and  Mc- 
Millan when  they  left  to  take  up  their 
teaching  duties  on  Christian  Island.  It 
seemed  like  an  intrusion  of  the  "Mic- 


New  S.O.S.  chapel,  Rycroft. 


macs"  into  traditionally  Ojibway  terri- 
tory. However,  no  war  cries  have  been 
heard,  nor  any  rumours  of  either  side 
taking  the  war-path.  So  it  is  presumed 
that  both  tribes  are  smoking  the  pipe 
of  peace  and  that  the  Micmac  in- 
trusion has  been  interpreted  as  a 
friendly  gesture! 


Rycroft,  Alberta.  On  Monday  Aug. 
24,  His  Excellency  Bishop  N.A.  La- 
brie,  National  Director  of  the  Society 
for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith 
(French  section),  accompanied  by  His 
Excellency  Bishop  Routhier,  Vicar 
Apostolic  of  Grouard,  visited  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  Rycroft.  Bishop 
Labrie  kindly  consented  to  bless  the 
new  chapel,  which  is  dedicated  to  St. 
Michael,  and  to  consecrate  the  chalice 
which  will  be  used  in  the  chapel. 
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Book  Review 


The  Virgin  of  Port  Lligat,  by  Fra 

Angelico  Chavez,  Academy  Library 
Guild,  Fresno,  California.  $3.25,  75 
pages. 

"This  is  a  poem,"  the  publisher's 
blurb  states,  "that  demands  (and  re- 
wards) attentive  rereading  .  .  .  The 
poet  fuses  themes  from  theology  and 
science,  Greek  tragedy  and  medicine, 
nature  and  nuclear  fission  —  to  pro- 
duce a  summa  in  a  psalm,  a  Te  Deum 
for  the  Atomic  Age." 

The  statements  are  only  partially 
true  —  the  publisher,  understandably, 
overpraising  his  author's  work  in  much 
the  same  way  as  he  overtaxes  the 
reader's  pocket-book.  ($3.25  is  too 
much  to  pay  for  a  113  line  poem, 
stretched  out  preciously,  and  padded 
with  introduction  and  notes  to  fill  75 
pages.)  The  statements  are  only  parti- 
ally true  because,  although  the  themes 
are  there,  they  are  not  fused,  or  only 
imperfectly  fused;  and  attentive  re- 
reading, far  from  rewarding  the  reader, 
ultimately  exhausts  the  poem  and  re- 
veals it  as  a  thing  of  surfaces  only 
without  living  depths.  If  the  publisher 
had  been  silent,  had  not  required  the 
author  to  provide  critical  analysis  and 
notes  in  the  worst  class-room,  text- 
book-wired-for-sound  tradition,  read- 
ing, or  hearing  the  poem  read,  strongly 
and  somewhat  breathlessly,  slowly  giv- 
ing the  rhythm  full  value  and  playing 
down  the  rhyme,  would  have  been  an 
exciting  experience. 

The  author  tells  us  that  the  poem 


was  "inspired"  by  Dali's  great  painting 
The  Madonna  of  Port  Lligat.  The  fact 
is  evident  from  the  text  of  the  poem; 
and  from  the  painting,  which  says 
'mystery'.  It  is  a  startling  intersection 
of  religious  and  scientific  lines;  the 
Christian  mysteries  of  Incarnation  and 
Trans-substantiation,  and  the  scien- 
tific mysteries  of  cosmic  and  nuclear 
space,  and  time,  of  biological  evolution 
and  of  psychological  transformation 
of  symbols.  The  poet  drops  the  bio- 
logical and  psychological  themes,  and 
substitutes  one  from  Greek  mythology 
to  complete  the  pattern.  The  pattern 
remains  highly  cerebral;  the  excite- 
ment almost  purely  intellectual  —  but 
there  is  pattern;  there  is  excite- 
ment .  .  .  even  though  the  ideas  seem 
as  detached  from  the  heart,  as  free- 
floating  as  the  elements  of  Dali's  pain- 
ting. 

Get  your  copy;  seal  up  the  pages 
containing  the  introduction  and  the 
notes;  read  the  text  into  a  tape  re- 
corder as  well  as  you  can,  and  listen 
—  again  and  again.  If  you  stop  before 
the  Sphynx  of  mythology  strangles  the 
Holy  Mother  of  God,  before  you  ask 
yourself  what  must  be  the  author's 
image  of  God  almighty  because  you 
are  overwhelmed  by  his  reverence  for 
what  are  no  other  than  Blake's  "dark, 
satanic  mills",  you  may  indeed  find 
yourself  in  possession  of  a  "Summa  in 
a  psalm;  a  Te  Deum  for  the  Atomic 
Age". 

G.  McG. 
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Nothing  to  it! 

You  can  hold  up  your  head 
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